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face the face 


Author's Notes: 

Been meaning to christen this ship for some time. Several seas sailed by these two together will not be for 
the faint of heart (or tender of sensibilities), although maiden voyage is safely serene enough. Composed as 
companion piece to \"The Quiet One\', but foremost is the start of fiercely fond friendship. 


"How do you keep from going crazy?" 


Roger determines his drinking companion has attained intermediate inebriation inspiring introspection, and that 
he might finally get honest, serious answers if he can hold him here halfway between mundane chitchat and 
madcap grandstanding. He himself has been nursing the same beer for an hour while Pete's now cracking open 
his second bottle of Chianti. Roger pulls a single soldier from the six-pack he'd brought and offers it across 
the bar between them. 


"Well, it helps to shatter stuff instead of dreams..maybe if you broke more bottles than balls, they wouldn't 
be so scared of you." Pete grins, accepting the dewy longnecked lager but acknowledging he's sussed Roger's 
scheme. "I'll slow down if YOU catch up." 


"They haven't GOT any balls." Roger laments. "I'm not TRYING to break them, I'm trying to FIND them." 
Pete leers lewdly "Have you investigated the usual vicinities?” 


"Ugh." Roger's lips twist in a wry grimace "There's quite enough of THAT going on already. When it isn't a 
namby-pamby nursery its Peyton Fucking Place." He allows Pete to pour him a glass of wine but has no 


intention of drinking it any faster than small, spaced sips. On this rare occasion alone with somebody on his own 


level, he needs full faculties. "Sometimes with Syd its both at the same time..YOU know how that can be." 
"Sure" Pete agrees “Like you don't know if you're granting a favor or pressing an advantage." 


"IM not doing EITHER" Roger snaps "I'd hoped Rick might mitigate.maybe mellow.him a little, but whatever HE's 
doing its not enough." 


"Have you told him.the quiet one, not the maniac.that you appreciate he's at least TRYING?" 


"No." Roger takes up goblet's stem and conveys the rim to his mouth, touching tongue to taste red wine both 
dry and bitter (perfect complement to his thoughts) but does not drink "How CAN |, when he doesn't even 
want to admit its happening? Anything | could say would only upset him, no matter how well | might mean" He 


flicks baiting barb, just to see if Pete will bite. "At least YOUR pussy's got no shame and YOUR quiet one HAS 


a pair..and they're two separate people." 


Pete's cutting retort sharply slices, reminding Roger he's not the only Big Dog in the room. "If YOU weren't 
being a pussy it would be YOUR fucking band by now." 


"They won't HAVE me." Roger frets, meaning more than merely mates. "Syd's got this ‘tortured artist Thing 
going on.this mad mystique..all the silly sheep see it as so sexy. Of COURSE | can make much more magnificent 
music than we ARE, but there's no accounting for taste, is there?" 


Pete bangs his bottle down on the bar, freeing a hand to point stern finger. "They'll have what you TELL them 
to have, if its good enough. Even if they DO cherish illusions of being artists in their own right, NONE of them 
grok the whole picture like you do. You KNOW it, you're just too chickenshit to make THEM see it" 


"They don't CARE what | know." Tannic touch tightens tastebuds as Roger imbibes a bracing swallow of wine 


before continuing "You can lead a whore to culture, but you can't make him think" 
"Who cares if they THINK, as long as they turn up and shell out?" 
Roger relishes uncommon uncertainty, unsure if Pete's screwing with him. Usually he's many moves ahead of 


any given gambit, but this majestically manifold man's something strangely striking and stirring. "| care." he 


says simply, well aware Pete already knows that. 


"What matters more, getting the information through or being respected and obeyed?" 


| want BOTH" Roger feels safe enough here to permit petty, piqued display of envy. "YOU have both. Tell me 


how. 
"Putting aside the debate as to whether or not those who buy the records have any real idea what they're 
about." Pete stretches languidly, almost provocatively, arching his back and rolling his shoulders until a small 
series of snapping crackles pop along his spine. "I'm truly touched you've come to me for advice, even if you 
ARE demanding rather than asking, and I'll tell you something for nothing.” Those astonishingly astute eyes, 
equal parts fierce and sad, are as drilling and delving as the brain behind them. "You're not working hard 
enough." 

Roger's initial impulse is indignation. He works harder than ANYbody, striving constantly to serve as exemplar 
of diligence, legitimizing leverage leaned on lazy lads. How DARE he..get it right? Humility doesn't come easily, 
but it's a personal pet peeve when those who seek solutions subsequently fail to heed them, so.. 


"You're right" Roger admits "I've only got two choices, both bloody bleak, so I'm just spinning my wheels." 


"Oh, there are ALWAYS more than two paths." Pete twinkles teasingly "for a man of intelligence, imagination 


and initiative." 
"If you want to split hairs." Roger allows "but, really, it boils down to stay or go." 


"Better the devil you know than the one you don't" Pete proclaims, surprising Roger with declarative decision 


when he'd expected the analyst's trick of eliciting list of pros and cons while remaining noncommittal. 
‘If | stay, there'll have to be some fucking changes, and if | try to say so they'll all think M the devil” 
"Heavy is the head." Somehow these glib maxims don't sound like platitudes from Pete. 

"| get that." Roger sighs "and | don't need them to love me, but." 


"But WHAT?" Pete's going to make him say it, although Roger's sure the answer's as apparent as it is 


embarrassing. 
"l'm afraid, all right?" It's a struggle to meet that piercing expression while offering paining confession, but 
Roger's own weakness cannot be denied as a factor in the wretched wreck. "I'm scared they won't listen, or 


worse, that they'll laugh and tell me to hit the bricks." 


Pete pours himself another glass, attempt to top off Roger's deflected with dismissive demurral. "That's why 


you don't give them a choice." 


"Slaver" Roger jibes, although he grasps Pete's meaning. It's worth a try..iincrease productivity himself, lay off 


pushing pups to keep up and just present finished work with (appearance of) confidence that what he's crafted 
is everybody's best and easiest option. "Of COURSE they have a choice, and even if | cracked a literal whip, 


they outnumber me..and know where | sleep." 


"Do you HAVE a literal whip?" Pete inquires archly "Your maniac looks like he could go for it..your quiet one, 
too, for that matter." 


"That will NOT be happening." Roger assures, amending "Unless they're doing it to each OTHER..along with who 


knows what else." 
"This again." Pete muses mildly "What bothers you the most about it?" 


Roger had thought he didn't Really Want to discuss such a sordid subject, but realizes he's looking at the only 


person with whom he CAN. "I guess the worst part is I'm supposed to act like | don't know." 


"Says who?" asks Pete "Say, that might be an album title. Spell it S-E-Z, for gritty gutter patois. Seriously, 
though, do you WANT the dirty details?" 


"Not in the slightest. They both lack the perspicacity and personality to make it interesting and, in absence of 


that, one sweaty grapple's much like another." Roger sneers "Barnyard antics bore me." 


"Is it jealousy, then?" Roger glares at the very idea as Pete elucidates "Not over pretty pals personally, but 
because nobody's playing with YOU?" 


"My love life is fucking fine." declares Roger. 
"Fine fucking?" Pete laughs lightly. 
"and has zero bearing on ANY of this, which is how it's gonna STAY." 


"Well." sniffs Pete loftily ".if you get to keep YOUR business private, what's wrong with them wanting the 


same?" 


"When you put it that way, nothing, but its NOT private. | have to see.more than is comfortable, even though 
they THINK they're subtle. Rick does, anyway. Hard to tell what Syd thinks..or how he'll act" Roger tells the 


whole truth in few words. "Playing dumb is an affront to my ego." 
"What would you say if you could?" 


"I'd tell Rick not to be such a goddamn mouse." Roger speaks without hesitation "Syd's running through him like 
Montezuma's Revenge and it's gonna break his tender little heart when we finally have to cut the maniac loose. 
Its a concern that when Syd goes..'cause it's fast approaching him or me.Rick might follow him. It's just so 


frustrating that the only one of us who WANTS to pay Syd that kind of attention won't apply advantageous 


leverage." 


"You can't change a man's nature, but maybe you can wean him off an unhealthy habit before either cold 


turkey or overdose becomes inevitable." Pete offers cryptically. "Are you grooming replacements yet?" 

"A few." Roger acknowledges tersely, wondering where this is going. 

"Any of them especially..sensitive..or real good-looking?" 

"What's that got to do with..2" Roger begins, but suddenly understands with awed admiration for Pete's 
masterfully manipulative Machiavellian mind. Obviously, there's no way to predict attraction or connection (well, 
maybe there is, but he's a musician, not a matchmaker), but spot of stacking the deck couldn't hurt. 


"You're a genius." Roger does not bandy that word lightly. 


Pete takes the compliment with grace, generously giving it back. "Takes one to know one." 


scheme the schemes 


Author's Notes: 
Happily preparing to drop this one is how | discovered recent outage..was ever so vexed, then ever so 


frustrated. 
"What kind of bloody burlesque Bedlam boat are you running, here?" Roger barks, storming in without further 
greeting, radiating glaring glower. "| just had to give your maniac a fat lip!" 


Pete closes the door, returning threatening gaze. "Come, now, that's a bit excessive. Surely you don't bruise 


your OWN problem child." 
[Fuck. Keith will undoubtedly demand hazard pay] 


‘| DO smack Syd when he paws, and your little Loon just had BOTH meat-hooks on me before | gave him the 


back of mine" 


"He touched you..?" Pete had EXPRESSLY told Moonie NOT to do that ["Mind your hands, Keefy, his look very 
hard."], and hopes he hadn't flubbed his lines. "Did he say anything?" 


"Something stupid" Roger tosses dismissively, but Pete discerns faint flicker of embarrassment. 


He can work with that. Better than disgust, which would've scuttled the scheme. "Stupid, or just weird?" Pete 


presses, alertly anticipating subtle signal of either reception or rejection. 

"Both." Roger's intense regard remains inscrutable "He says you want to fuck me" 

[Moonie wouldn't go THAT obscenely off-script.would he? His come-ons are customarily cutely coy, especially 
when in drag. Actual line had been intended: "The Boss always keeps the best ones for himself”, with a 
winsome, wistful sigh and melting chocolate eyes, but the further removed from his pagan skins the worse he 
gets at taking direction. 

Assuming Roger's acerbic assessment is his own cutting-through-the-treacle take (that IS the gist of it, after 
all.the seed Pete had sought to sow) he decides a man who deals so directly deserves respectful reciprocation 
‘It's True, you know. | invited you here with devious designs on your virtue." 


"Bollocks." Roger skeptically scoffs. "What is it you Really Want?" 


[Is that a glint of curiosity or a spark of irritation? He's so hard to read] 


Pete wonders if it would be worth a busted lip of his own to venture within Roger's reach and offer 
immediate, intimate evidence of his sincere attraction. He's wanted since their first meeting to discover 
whether Roger brings to his carnal consummations the dedicated ferocity so alluringly apparent in his work. 
Austere aloofness augments appeal, seeming at first blush to be coldly calculating cruelty but upon deeper 


delve disclosed as strict, exacting discipline, which Pete longs to experience for himself. 


Since coming to grips with hauntingly heated fantasies of physical love for his spiritual guru, Meher Baba, Pete 
has also acknowledged his burgeoning inclination to take..be taken by..a male lover, and the man he wants most 
stands before him now. That smile, so coolly confident, and the calmly collected, matter-of-fact manner 
offstage contrasts so sharply with the impassioned savagery of his public performances. Pete burns to learn 
which face Roger shows in the bedroom. Might he snarl and scream or wickedly whisper as he does into the 
microphone. powerful, deft fingers throttling the throat..or cock.of his partner as they do the neck of his 
Fender? 


[Nobody else would DARE try to beat me like a gong.or even believe | would want that.but HE might. How to 


breach those walls?] 


Noting small, scarlet smear besmirching the lapel of Roger's black leather coat provides Pete an opportunity to 
step closer..to reach out and touch.."Lipstick. My, he WAS frightfully forward, wasn't he?" As he rubs away 
the waxy residue with a single swipe of his thumb, he observes Roger's reaction Not quite a flinch, only the 
slightest stiffening of posture and a rapid double blink of enticing eagle eyes. 


[Proximity issues, or just nervousness? Either way, he hides it well] 


"Keefy usually confines his..affections.. to his friends, but l'm afraid none of us have had the time or inclination 
to play with him lately, and he must be growing restless." Setting the Moon upon the Waters had been not only 
a deliberate ploy to discover how Roger copes with sexualized stress but also to provide commiserating 


conversational gambit. "Does your maniac ever pester guests when he doesn't get enough attention at home?" 


"Syd NEVER gets enough attention" Roger grouses, emphasizing "NOT that he gets ANY from ME. Encouraging 


that sort of shiT only makes it worse." 


Roger's sternly scolding expression conjures images in Pete's mind of being ordered to his knees. Although he'd 
like nothing more than to fall upon them unbidden, he knows the offer, when finally made, must be a 
proposition cerebrally negotiated between equals. Submission of a smitten supplicant, however heartfelt, hasn't 
a hope in hell of moving this masterful yet mistrustful man to more than single shallow dalliance, and Pete's 
deviant desires run deep, indeed. Just a little could never be enough.. Teasing taste would stoke, rather than 


slake, torrid temptation 


If you never share at all, the threat to withhold can't become a handy handle." Pete archly articulates 
‘Moonie's mostly manageable.in THAT regard, anyhow..because he knows what misbehavior makes him miss. 
Besides." he adds, turning to stride toward sideboard, achingly aware of Roger watching his back "..sometimes 


he's so sweet." Those words make him select a cloying blackberry brandy, pouring them each a moderate 


measure before turning back around to offer both drink and double entendre. "Sampling unusual flavors helps a 


man understand his own palate." 

Roger has crept so quietly behind him Pete is startled to behold his nearness, refusal in his voice but 
something else agleam in his countenance as he rejects both the drink and the suggestion. "I don't want that 
sticky stuff. Rick's the sweet one. Sampling Syd is HIS goddamn job." 

Pete downs brandy meant for Roger in a single swallow, portraying pledge of good faith, setting down Empty 
Glass, gesturing with full one, indicating arrayed intoxicants but meaning much more.."Help yourself to 
whatever you DO want" Observing Roger select a Heineken [Clear, crisp, cool and crackling.,just like him], he 
continues "Would you suffer the sticky if the sweet one were offering?” 


"He WOULDN'T." Roger snidely snickers "He's afraid of me..of EVERYTHING, really..and he thinks I'm ugly." 


Studying Roger's features, Pete can concede that might be an easy mistake to make..for those who look but 
don't see. "That's not what | asked." 


"I don't fuck sheep.” Roger snaps sharply "I doubt he's any good, anyway. If he's not enough to keep Syd 
interested." he trails off, and Pete is strongly stirred to behold mental machination giving way to inkling of 
intelligent inspiration "oh, THAT would be priceless!" 


"What dost thou, in thy mind, have?" Pete just knows whatever it is must be creatively convoluted, and is 
intensely intrigued. 


Roger grins gleefully. "Imagine if we fed my maniac to yours? Could solve BOTH our problems.” 

Brilliant, but."If we were to arrange such a playdate, it's best we both be there, just to keep things safe” 
"What do you mean ‘safe'?" Roger's eyes narrow suspiciously. 

"Well, letting them run rampant runs risk of incurring damage, doesn't it?" Pete's sure Roger knows that. 
"What do you mean ‘damage'?" 

[He's screwing with me. Why?] 

"Oh, don't do that" It's Pete's turn to snap, gratified Roger feigns neither innocence nor ignorance. 

"Ill stop the tricks if YOU will. | know what you're after." 

[Of course he does. What will he do about it?] 


"Your suggestion of.supervision.arises not from concern for either person or for property but, rather, out of 


perversion" Roger smirks "You're a nasty voyeur who wants to watch." 


Pete can admit it.can Roger? "Are you saying YOU don't? It was YOUR idea, after all, and you can't deny that 


whatever mischief those two might mutually manage would be extremely entertaining.’ 


"| suppose there's something to that." Roger allows ".and to the wisdom of our attendance for safety's sake. 
They could be explosive together." 


[So could we] 


stake the stakes 


Author's Notes: 

Composed this while chewing the baseboards during recent outage, then couldn't contain urge to share it and 
submitted to A03. It garnered "kudos", but nobody reviews there. Hope to see some here, and "I'm fuckin’ 
ECSTATIC!" our clubhouse is back for frolic. Felonious Kane linked Moonie with gaffer tape as well as Roger with 
the belt, and I've run rampant with both. 


"Tell me you love mel" 


Roger has been eager to get inside Pete's home studio for an eyeful (maybe even a handful) of his mixing 
capacity [Sure seen enough of it at his bar] but hearing Keith merrily trumpeting Syd's vexing catchphrase 
moves him to peer into playroom. Pete steps closely behind, not touching but near enough for Roger to feel 


his heat. [The man runs SO hot..onstage and off.What wicked wrinkle is THS?] 


Sleeve of his coat slipping softly along the shoulder of Roger's as he reaches past to push open the door, Pete 
revels in closeness much more marvelous than mere proximity as the two survey saucy scene set in motion 


by their mutual machination. [We did this..there's "we" between us now.how brilliant we are] 


Roger's initial impression is of two circus monkeys literally swinging from the chandeliers, but quickly realizes 
he's seeing some sort of rope-and-ribbon rig, a higgledy-piggledy mess seemingly constructed around Barrett's 
bound body. Moon's not especially strong, nor persuasive. Weirdly wanton web wasn't woven without batty 


bandmate's complicity. [The words, though..] 


"Did you coach him?" Roger whispers, trying to recall whether he'd shared Syd's lippy line and deciding he 
hadn't. 


"| did NOT." Pete insists, although he had.a little. ["You're off the chain, here, Keefy. He's a naughty boy in need 
of..chastening. Show him what a REAL wild man can do] 


Keith's skirt and petticoats are rucked up over his pumping hips, lacy fabric frothing across Barret's backside. 
Syd wears only gaffer tape in array suspiciously resembling a straitjacket, two short strips crisscrossed in an 
X over his mouth. Pete's impressed, indeed, scanning Roger for signs of shock and seeing only fascination tinged 


with..mild concern? 


"If this turnabout doesn't strike you as fair play, we can call a halt." Pete offers, returning Moonie's jaunty 


wave. ["Look, Mum, no hands!"] "Besides, now he knows there's an audience, so it'll be all hammy if we stay." 


Roger knows Syd deserves this [Beastly brat's been BEGGING for it], but.Striding into the room, Roger cannot 
help but notice Keith does not stop fucking Syd as he hunkers down to rip the tape from his lips. "Have you 


had enough? Ready to go home yet?" 

"Get lost, Roger!" Syd gasps with a glare "YOU go home. You HAD your chance.” 

That's all Roger needs to know, but there's something more he wants to hear. "Tell Keith you love him 
"He's said it A LOT already." Moonie giggles “I've had all | want of his mouth. Put the tape back" 


Roger might have, under his own initiative, but he doesn't take orders from maniacs. "No." Flicking sticky wad 
onto the carpet, Roger turns from torrid tableau to face Pete in the doorway, tossing backward barb "Make 
him sing. He's been slacking at that lately." 


[He's perfect. VeryveryVERY hard. wonder..coat's too long to tell.but not cruel] "Come on" Pete urges "| need 


a drink. We can hear him sing from the bar." 
"You drink too much." Roger snaps, but allows himself to be ushered from the room. 
"You don't drink enough." Pete retorts, leaving the door open behind them. 


"That might be true." Roger agrees, following Pete around the corner into spacious salon where both men belly 


up to the same side of a long walnut-paneled bar, inspecting the bottles arrayed atop it "today." 
"What's your pleasure?" Pete longs to learn, 
"Break out the stiffest belt you can handle, and I'll match you." 


Pete knows those words were no accident, and resolves to repay Roger's wry wit. "Stiffest belt | can take is 
holding up my pants, but its yours if you want it" He looks brazenly into Roger's valiant visage. "Would you 


rather match me..or beat me?" 


"Cheeky bugger." Roger cackles "Must run in the family." He knows those words were no joke, but is unable to 
voice a serious reply, wondering how Pete's aware of his private proclivity for the belt. [Fuck. If he's as clever 
as | think, | just told him myself] He's never considered beating a man.that way.but THIS one presents a 
uniquely compelling opportunity. That's REAL dominance, when the one eagerly kneeling beneath the lash actually 
HAS power to willingly, if temporarily, relinquish. [He's built tough, too. | could finally flog full-force] 


Pete smiles back as if he'd only been teasing, but the room suddenly seems swelteringly steamy. He strips off 
his jacket and flings it into a nearby chair, watching Roger follow suit, the manner in which his heavier coat 
crushes Pete's beneath it inspiring images of their bodies in similar position to their discarded garments. A 
burning thirst upon him, Pete's desperation for a drink seems the only urge he'll see slaked. Pouring himself a 
tripleshot of Remy Martin, he sets an Empty Glass before Roger and waves the bottleneck over it. 


"Is this to your liking?" 


"Not usually." Roger declares "But | want the same as you right now." 


Thrilled to hear that but unsure how to take it, Pete fills Roger's glass before raising his own in salute. "Here's 


to our first collaboration. I'd say it's a rousing success, wouldn't you?" 

"Syd's ‘roused, all right." [He's not the only one] "did you notice he's somehow minus an eyebrow?" 

Pete hadn't been close enough to see that. "Keefy sometimes takes trophies." he explains, tossing back more 
than half his drink, noting that Roger barely sips his own, prompting gloating goad "Thought you were gonna 


match me?" 


Roger's above such macho posturing, and Pete needs to learn that RIGHT NOW. "I'll take what you're offering 
but I'll set my own pace, thank you very much, and if that doesn’t suit you, you can go to hell" 


[| KNEW he's the right man for this job.For me] "After today, there's a strong possibility we'll BOTH be going 


to hell" Pete quips, adoring Roger's iconoclastic resolve. 


Keenly questing gaze implies inquiry, but Roger's words are an insinuating statement. "Oh, I've no doubt you've 


been well-steeped in sin long before today." 
"True." Pete allows "although a few flavors of debauchery yet elude my adventurous appetites." 


That requires a direct question, and Roger hopes for a straight answer. "You're not after anything as mad and 


messy as what THEY'RE getting up to, are you?" 

Pete's reply approximates airy disdain. "If | WERE, it's obvious | could have had it by now." 

"You could have anybody you want" Roger flatly flatters. "What are you playing at, flirting with ME?" 

Pete preens at the compliment, however unsentimentally stated, although it isn't accurate. He's spent much 
amorous attention upon obsessively unrequited pining for various unattainable idols, but perhaps Roger's not so 
unreachable as he'd appeared. “Unless I've underestimated your amazing powers of observation, | daresay you 


already know the answer to that." 


"L can't know YOUR answer because you haven't SAID it" Roger sighs. [Even if you HAD, | don't know how 
trustworthy you are..yet] "Stop pussyfooting and TELL me." 


Pete believes he HAD been overt.almost obscene..and now strives to speak as plainly as possible. "Why does 
anybody flirt? | want you. Clear enough?" 


"Why?" Roger knows, but wants it said. "Can't be my cuddly curves or creamy complexion." 


Pete laughs drily. "As you pointed out, fluffy tails get shaken my way all the time. I'm attracted to your 


smart, strong, sharp self.Sir." 


"Sure its not narcissism?" Roger probes, continuing to push while powerfully pulled. "Wanting to try somebody 
on your level for a change? You're bold and brilliant yourself” [And beautiful, besides] 


"| sometimes wish | didn't have to be on top of..everything..” Pete admits, hazarding an educated speculation 


but | think you do. Maybe more than you're getting.’ 


Its as if those stunningly intelligent blue eyes espy every chink in the mortar of his carefully crafted walls, 
but Roger keeps his contrived cool. "Just to be sure we're in agreement..You want an ongoing experiment in 


power exchange, not A Quick One or a love affair?" 


Pete dares to lay his hand atop Roger's resting on the bar. “Surely bright boys like us can figure it out as we 


go along?" 


Roger jerks his fingers from beneath Pete's. "No. That kind of hapless sap is for children and fools..neither of 
which we are." Deliberately softening his expression, he reaches back to cover Pete's hand with his own [He 
wants ME on top] "I need to hone my command, and you need somebody to strip you of yours..sometimes..and 
we both need it to stay secret for the same reasons." He lightly strokes the firmly calloused hand beneath his 


as he scrutinizes Pete's face. "Do you truly wish to submit to my devious desires?" 


"What will your devious desires entail?" Pete holds eye contact, turning his hand slowly beneath Roger's to 
allow questing fingertips into his open palm. 


"Quicker to say what they WON'T” Roger tells him bluntly, tracing heart line. "No cocksucking or bumfucking, 
and don't try to take my clothes off." 


"That doesn't leave us much." Pete's gentle jibe becomes an indrawn hiss as Roger sharply indents index finger 


into the pressure point between thumb and wrist. 


"If you really think THAT, then I've grievously misjudged your imagination and am no longer interested." Roger 
moves to turn away, and thrills to feel Pete pleadingly pull him back. [Yesss. This has..we have..such potential, 


"Is this moratorium graven in stone?" Pete needs to know how he'll answer. 


‘Open to eventual renegotiation, should my inclinations evolve." Roger graciously grants, warning "Press the 


point, and you'll be bereft." 


"No..yes..| agree." Pete stammers, disconcerted at his uncharacteristic discombobulation, struggling to regain 


composure, mind ablaze and flesh aflame at ideation of what might transpire. 


"Perhaps, then, we should seal this unconventional covenant with a traditional gesture." Roger raises his fingers 


from Pete's. 


Pete extends newly vacated hand in a businesslike shaking gesture, hoping Roger will clasp it and allow this 


glorious game to officially begin 


Roger moves in closer, past the offered hand, permitting Pete to wrap it around his narrow waist. "I had 


something more..binding..in mind.” 

"Blood?" Pete murmurs, prepared to give that at Roger's request. 

"What do you take me for?" 

[Lover?] 

Roger bridges brief gap to press parted lips against Pete's gasp. Neither man closes his eyes, and Roger 
watches Pete's pupils dilate with desire as he deeply draws in impassioned exhalation. [I've taken his very 
breath. He offered his blood. What else can | make mine?] 

"Give me your belt” Roger demands, drawing back. 

Pete burns to discover how Roger deals with defiance. "Come and take it" 

"You will GIVE it to me, or I'll collect my maniac and go home." 


Pete cannot maintain pretense of resistance, finding fingers fumbling with the buckle. 


"One more thing." Roger commands as Pete pulls narrow strip of leather from loops of his trousers "Do NOT 


tell me you love me." 


Pete holds out his belt in sublime supplication, saying simply "I can't promise that." 


know the known 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter titles are all lyrics from \"Face The Face\", on WHITE CITY. [Guest guitarist Gilmour. like to fantasize 
Pete\'s choice there REALLY vexed Roger..that\'ll be a future adventure for Big Dog and English Boy] 


"Don't be so stingy." Pete complains, eyeing the meager measure Roger has deigned to permit. "That's not even 


a proper shot." 


"It IS." Roger insists "You're such a greedy lush you may never have SEEN a single ounce by itself. But, if you 
don't want it." he moves to grasp the glass, but allows Pete to get there first, noting the desperation with 
which he downs the drink. [How needy he is..wonder if it's just for the hard stuff.how to exploit that?] "F you 
continue to answer my questions with only the bare minimum, such lack of generosity is to be appropriately 
reflected in your rewards." Roger informs him coolly, rebuking "STOP looking at the bottle, you disgraceful 
drunkard. I'll have those lovely eyes on ME while I'm speaking to you." 


Pete advances a step nearer, asking boldly "Anything else you want..on you?" [He thinks my eyes are lovely. 
Perhaps | might move him with them] 


"Your attention" Roger utters tersely. 


"You have that" Pete avows, striving to render his expression into something raptly, radiantly adoring. "Maybe 


more than any man alive." 


Roger loves the flattery, but knows its mostly a diversionary tactic, so remains stern. "It's the OTHER men | 


want to hear about, and | shall withhold your drinks as you deny my dirty details." 


| already told you how many..” Pete sighs, uncomfortable with this probing line of inquiry "and that none of 
them meant anything. What more do you need?" 


"| need the TRUTH" Roger's voice is a whipcrack evoking masochistic memory, causing Pete to faintly flinch. "If 
none of them meant ANYthing, then that means YOU are an indiscriminate slut, and | don't believe that. So." he 
continues, waggling the bottle teasingly but not yet pouring "what did they mean?" 


‘Not what | wanted them to mean" Pete confesses quietly, awkwardly resisting the impulse to look away. "They 
were after me for the same reasons women are, so it wound up being not as..different..as I'd hoped" Held fast 
by Roger's regard, Pete longs to be taken into his arms, realizing he wants that more than another drink as he 


whispers "Nothing was ever like this.nobody could ever be like you." 


Roger discerns the shift in direction of Pete's desire and determines to test it. He tips out a deeper drink then 


poses the question "Would you rather a double shot." he leans in closer "or a single kiss?" 

"First one." Pete reaches not for the glass but for Roger's hand beside it ".and then the other." 

Roger allows the contact, but picks up the drink with his other hand. "No. The only taste of this you'll get is 
from ME" He throws back the burning libation before crushing his moistened mouth upon Pete's parched one, 
usurping the choice in much the same manner as he now takes the kiss. 

Intoxication of transferred taste through tantalizing touch infuses Pete's senses as no liquor ever has [ever 
COULD], and his head swims with sensual daydreams while he slips his tongue lightly along the limber length of 
Roger's. 

Roger accepts Pete's intimate exploration until alcoholic aftertaste abates, but puts a stop to it before any 
other burn begins elsewhere. [At least for me. He's unaccustomed to moderation, though. Do | Really Want to 
become another addiction? Yesss. He WILL beg me, if teased enough] Releasing Pete's hand, Roger raises one 


finger to trace the lips from which his own have withdrawn as he resumes invasive interrogation. 


"Am | correct, then, that your previous deviant dalliances were NOT, in fact, meaningless but 


merely..unsatisfying?" 
Pete would rather not keep discussing this. "| suppose that's so." he reluctantly agrees. 


Roger lays suggestive pauses like landmines into his next question. "And how much..skin.did you have in the 
game before..coming..to that conclusion?" 


Pete fails to Face The Face as he answers briefly, honest but evasive. "All of it" 
Roger will brook no further euphemism. "Have you been buggered?" 


"That's what | SAID." Pete snaps, glaring defiantly into Roger's gaze at the indecent indelicacy, infused with 
heated flush. [Holy Baba, he's making me blush. He probably loves it] 


"That is NOT what you said." Roger declares ".but you will now." 


Pete cannot curtail the rampant redness creeping across his flesh but successfully suppresses shameful 


squirm, forcing himself to squarely regard Roger. "If | do, you have to give me another kiss." 


Delighted Pete demands a kiss before a drink, Roger stays steadfastly stoic. "Tell me again what | ‘have to’ do 
and what | WILL give you is another beating. Now SAY it.if you CAN." 


"Ive been buggered." Pete spits, resisting the urge to add a flippant ‘happy now? or ‘what's it to you? [He 
ANSWERS rhetorical questions] 


"By who?" asks Roger calmly, countenance agleam with curiosity. 


"Nobody YOU know!" is replied with such savage snarl Roger decides it's either the truth or a severely sore 
subject.possibly both. [snicker] He pats Pete's hand patronizingly and pours another double shot, lips curving 
softly with gentle indulgence. 


"Good Dog. Was it harder to ADMIT than it was to DO?" 


Pete gratefully downs the drink then cautiously returns the smile. "You know, it WAS, actually. Don't call me a 


dog. 


"IIl call you whatever | like." Roger speaks in an oily ooze "If you're a bad dog you shall be fitted with collar and 


chain" 
M] 


Pete flashes fierce fire. "Now, LOOK.hitting me with my own belt..rationing my OWN booze." he takes a bracing 
breath, wishing he dared to reach for the bottle ".maybe even ‘collar and chain’, okay, that's all fun and 
games, but | WON'T let you call me a dog." 


[Is his balk worse than his bite?] "The whole point of these ‘fun and games’ is for you to submit to MY 


wishes, and | desire a good dog." 


Pete remains resolute. "The POINT is for us BOTH to get what we need.and want. | don't want that, | don't LIKE 


it and | won't stand for it. You can peddle your perverted puppy papers elsewhere." 


Roger silently applauds Pete's hardline stance, but cannot yield his upper hand. "What an obstinate boy you 
are." he sighs "Whatever shall | do with you?" 


Permitting small, salacious shiver to show, Pete's expression shifts slyly from furious to fond. "I can work with 


‘boy’. Can you?" 
(1!) 


"Wicked, disrespectful, disobedient Boy." Roger dryly derides "Take off your shirt. | need to inspect my 


handiwork.see how soon you can take a fresh thrashing. You've certainly earned one with your fresh mouth." 
"Thought you didn't want any nudity?" Pete taunts. 
"That prohibition applies to MY clothes, not yours, as you well recall." Roger looms lasciviously, hoping for a 


spot of defiance here so he can make good on upcoming threat. "Now take it off, of I'll tear it beyond repair 


and beat you even if you DO remain welted from last time." 


"Yes, Sir." Pete turns around to comply, baring his back before Roger's eager eyes and masterful mind. 


[Maybe next time he won't be so easy] "Good Boy.” 


line the lines 


Author's Notes: 
FK wants "box scores". Here they are. 


"How's the pretty one working out?" Pete cranes curious vantage behind him, chin against one bare shoulder 


and eyes delving Roger's studious visage. 


"He's a pig." Roger declares dismissively, preoccupied perusing Empty Spaces between lines laid across Pete's 


naked back and disinclined to discuss Dirty Dave. 


Running roughened fingertips along raised, reddened welts parallel to both sides of Pete's literal backbone, Roger 
silently admires his figurative one. [Far more warhorse than dog of war.withstood strongest strokes stoutly] 
Willing women to which he's subjected similar lascivious lambasting had all either writhed, wailed or wept, but 
Pete has, throughout thrashings, repeatedly remained perfectly still, uttering only lowest of groans and lightest 
of gasps, both sounding far more pleased than pained. Firmness of flesh beneath his hands evokes a tactile 
contrast in addition to the aural one upon which he'd been musing, and Roger's unsure whether he prefers 
silken skin and soft sobs or sturdy steadfast strength, deciding he needn't choose. 


[Who's to stop me from having both?] 


Pete, unlike any playmate he's ever known, possesses more than mere masochism to enjoy it or capacity to 
endure it, but perspicacity to DESCRIBE it, which Roger deeply desires. Pressing with equal firmness with each 
hand upon two stripes which have equal likelihood to develop into bruises, he delights in the surety sensual 
subject currently bowed before him will not only recognize but also be able to detail the difference. 


"Which hurt worse® This one..or this one?" 


Pete has long fantasized about a man who could truly master him, but continues to be surprised that the way 
Roger manages it is far more cerebral than carnal, satisfying deep desires while denying immediate urges. 
Reaching back to touch himself on the knob of spine between and slightly above shoulderblades, he 
acknowledges "Here's where it REALLY hurt", and is astonished to feel hot breath and tender touch of lips 


before Roger draws back to scold 
"| barely even hit you there. Sore spot? How did it feel?" 


[Barely? Good grief, what's he got in reserve?] "Like shattered glass in an acid bath." Pete's eloquent elucidation 
erupts. 


"Why would you WANT.submit to..that?" Roger archly inquires, hoping Pete can maybe finally explain why so 


many wet-lipped women have begged him to beat them but then could not adequately answer the same 
question. He himself would never wish to be hurt, and although assured some people do, he yet remains 


mystified as to why. 


Its not the pain | like so much as the subjugation" Pete confesses, not quite willing to admit that Roger's 
thrashings are indeed excruciating and that it's all he can do to withstand without cringe or cry. "Heavy hand 


holds me hard, Sir, and l'm willing to endure the agony for the ecstasy of knowing another's in command." 


"That's the problem with the whole fucking world" Roger sighs, lamenting "They all want somebody ELSE to be 
in charge, but then they whine that disinclination to coddle is ‘mean’ and unwillingness to kowtow is ‘arrogant.” 


He strokes one hand lightly along Pete's head, stopping to briefly scratch one ear. "I'm sure YOU know.’ 
Pete knows that what works for him would never fly in Roger's world, but it's worth trying to get a rise.."Well, 
you have to make them believe you respect them.’ He stands up and turns around, slipping hands around 


Roger's waist "Like you've done with me." 


"| do respect YOU." Roger replies, stepping backward out of Pete's embrace "But | won't pretend it where it 
isn't" He bends over to retrieve Pete's shirt and thrusts the bunched material between them. "Put this back 


on. 

Pete takes his shirt in one hand but pulls Roger closer with the other. "Kiss me first.” 

"No." Walls forbid, although desire weakens the mortar. 

If | DO put it back on, will you?" Pete upturns pleading eyes while preparing to redress. 

"Yes." Roger allows, gratified at how quickly arms slip into sleeves and buttons are fastened with nimbly 
unfumbling fingers, top two left undone at the throat before Pete's mouth is upon his own and he's tasting 
tempting tongue. Roger savors the kiss long enough to satisfy sensation of genuine longing before withdrawing 
again and raising warring palm. "That's enough." 


"It's not." Pete permits himself to whimper, but won't say ‘please’. [Would it matter if | did?] 


"It will have to be." Roger decrees "For now." He nods at the six-string acoustic Gibson next to easy chair. "| 


want you to play for me.” 


"All right, then" Pete sighs, defiantly determined to pluck out the cheekiest ditties he knows while striving for 


one more rise. "Your pretty pig.is he better than me?" 


[Why does everybody care so fucking much that he's good-looking?] "Apples and oranges. He doesn't play 
anything LIKE the way you do" Roger praises more than guitar technique "And he can't COMPOSE for shit” 


Pete sits down in chair next to Gibson and opens drawer in nearby table. "Hope you don't mind if | indulge in a 


little pick-me-up before picking up the pick" He draws out tray and begins to cut neat lines with single-edged 


razor blade. 


Roger says nothing, watching Pete lean over with short straw and snort one line up each nostril before 


offering whole tray with one hand and straw with the other. 

"Pass." he disdains. "That shit doesn't agree with me. What does it do for you?" 

"Sharpens me up." Pete grins, dropping straw onto tray and tipping it suggestively "Sure you won't try some?" 
Roger sneers at offered intoxicant, raising arch eyebrow. "Do you Really Want me any sharper?" 


Pete quails at implied threat, setting down the tray and picking up the guitar. "No, Sir.not anytime soon" 


fool the fools 
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"| thought he'd NEVER leave." Pete crosses the carpet to where Roger stands against a wall and sinks slowly to 
his knees, hands reaching out as if to take hold of narrow hips near his newly lowered eye level, but Roger's 


having none of it. 


"Get up." he commands curtly, swatting Pete's outstretched fingers with dismissive backhand flick of his own 
"Don't touch me. Be glad AYE didn't leave. | still might, unless you ask me VERY nicely." 


"That's what | was TRYING to do." Pete offers insinuating glance but obeys the order, standing up and backing 


off a step. but only one..remaining in reach. "I've missed you, and want you to stay." 
"Then ASK" Roger coolly insists. 


[He doesn't give an inch.wonder how many inches he HAS to give?] Pete strives for humble sincerity, although 
he's sure Roger's mistrustful mind might mine mockery from even the most earnest entreaty. "Will you stay 


with me..and play with me..sir?" 


[That's still not ‘please’, but itll do] "You're lucky he's stupid" Roger declares dryly "I WOULD have turned 
around and gone home if you'd pulled that shit in front of your quiet one." He extracts a pack of cigarettes 
from his coat pocket, gratified to see Pete quickly pull out a lighter and strike flame for him. 


"What ‘shit might that be?" Pete asks, genuinely perplexed, enjoying the sight of Roger smoking and delighting 
to behold him puff a perfect ring which wafts open over his head in brief semblance of halo before sharp 
shift breaks it into horns. [He's both at once..each in turn..] 


Roger snaps "I deal with REAL dumb quite enough, I'll not have you play it. You were so brazenly obvious it 
WOULD have been an embarrassment if he weren't a fucking idiot" 


"You mean the casual, incidental flirting?" Pete laughs [He's not so smart after all. Time to take him to school] 
"Get over yourself. Perhaps you ought not to deem a behavior deviant when you haven't taken proper baseline 
calibration. He isn't ENTIRELY stupid, and you're not the ONLY man he's seen me tease. It would have been 
MORE out of character if | HADN'T made much of how I'd rather be alone with you than keep pretending to 


listen to him rattling on" 


Roger will not acknowledge the small stab of jealousy he feels at those words, but does intend to make Pete 
pay for it. [Not the only one, am |? Very well..no kissing at all this time, unless you beg for it] "So, you were 


trying to tease ME by having him hang about?" 


"No." Pete admits "I DID want him to leave, and succeeded in making him uncomfortable enough. He's gone, isn't 
he?" 


"Finally." grumbles Roger, gesturing toward the bar. "Fetch me a drink, Boy." 
"Hard or soft?" Pete can't resist japing as he turns to comply. 


"Somewhere in between" Roger can play this game, and relishes the company of somebody who's GOOD at it. 


"Cider, if you have it. Lager if not” 


Pete ducks behind the bar to rummage refrigerator, extracting two cold bottles. "What would YOU have said, 
then, to get rid of pesky fellow?" 


‘I'd have said ‘Fuck off, Junior, grown-ups need to talk! " Roger smirks, affecting Foghorn Leghorn " ‘G'way son, 


y'bother me: ' 


“That would've been RICH" Pete chortles, levering off the caps then crossing the room to offer Roger his 
hoppy hospitality. "He might have taken a swing at you." 


Roger cracks his knuckles menacingly before accepting requested refreshment. "I doubt that. You said he's not 
ENTIRELY stupid" He imbibes a slow swig before adding "I wouldn't have said it, anyway. Not my place to tell 
YOUR Roger what to do." 

[YOU'RE my Roger. He's just a singer] "I suppose we do need to think of something else to call him." 

Roger sneers "Monkey." 


Pete doesn't get it. "He doesn't look.or sound like a monkey." 


"You don't see it from the front” Roger deadpans "Yes, he does. Anybody who knows what they're looking at 
sees you turning the handle, and anybody who listens can tell he sings with YOUR fucking voice." 


Pete fishes for further flattery. "Oh, he's a much better singer than | am." 


"Not really. Sustained scream is all he has that you don't.." Roger decides to speak his next thought, archly 


articulating, awaiting reaction "and | bet you COULD wail in such a melodic manner with the right.persuasion 


[II] Pete almost drops his bottle, but raises it to his mouth instead, sure Roger noted his widened eyes and 
weakened knees and now determined to score a hit of his own. "You say you'd have left if it were John. I've 


noticed you don't even talk to me when he's around. Why are you so scared of him?" 


[More of a healthy vigilance. The Ox would be a dangerous man to anger] Roger won't quibble. "He's tough..and 
very protective of you. If he saw us..together..he would KNOW." 


"He already knows | want you." Pete airily proclaims, provoking a visible rise. 


Roger's pulse quickens as his fingers tighten reflexively on the cool glass. Eyes narrowed, he deliberately 
modulates his voice to calmly inquire "And how, pray tell, did THAT come up?" 


"It didn't need to." assures Pete "We don't discuss that sort of thing." He grins into Roger's glare "I'm sure he 
believes it's hopelessly unrequited." [Sometimes | do, too] 


"Good." Roger takes a deep, bracing drink. "Make sure it stays that way.’ 


"I can't control what he might suspect..or know..but | can promise he won't HEAR it from me and l'm pretty 
goddamned sure he won't ASK" Pete's temper flares at the cold condescension [Who the fuck does he think he 
is?] "We're not a pack of frustrated closet-cases like YOUR fucking family!" 


[How DARE he?] Roger has been agonizing whether to deploy the torrid token that's been weighing rather 
heavily on his mind while coiled lightly in his coat pocket, but now's as good time as any to try. [He DID say 
he'd like it.:maybe'. Will he accept it?] Setting down not-quite-empty bottle on nearby table, he reaches out to 
take Pete's from his unresisting hand, tipping it up to drain the dregs before banging it down beside his own. 


Pete flinches as Roger slips a hand into his jacket with the fierce fluidity of a man going for weapon. [Not the 
same pocket as cigarettes. What's he about to pull on me?] Item which emerges wrapped in long fingers is 
short, supple strip of black leather winking with silver accents. Roger exhibits the collar with superior 


showmanship, salacious smile and slight jingle of buckle. 
"Do you want it?" 


[He was serious about that? Of course he was.he always is] Pete reaches out for obscene object. "Let me 


see. 


"See with your eyes, not with your hands." Roger says, hoping he sounds far more collected than he feels. "You 


can't touch it unless you're going to WEAR it” 

It's a human collar, not a dog collar. Pete notices the difference, swiveling circular ring set in the front as 
opposed to D-loop next to buckle, like for animals. He's seen some porn.and even a few live displays..featuring 
such accoutrements, but has never worn one himself. [Will he make me call him ‘Master'?] "Right now?" 


‘Or never." Roger icily informs "Your choice." 


"Yes." Pete berates himself for the eager gasp as he holds out both hands "I'll put it on" 


"You WON'T" [It doesn't work that way] "| will. But it comes with conditions." Roger decrees, amending "Well, 
only one." He isn't sure Pete will permit the restriction, but he needs to test the extent of his command. "While 
you wear my collar, you may not speak. Not one word." He clarifies calculatingly ".but nonverbal vocalizations 


are allowed" [Encouraged, even] 


[Fuck him..it's only a trick to shut me up..but | want it.) "F | really need to say something, I'll just take it off 


first." Pete acquiesces. 


"Well, obviously." Roger remarks, delighted Pete's keen to play. "But if you do that the current.session..will 


immediately end. Now turn around, if you want this one to start." 


Pete obeys, thrilling to feel heated exhalations on the back of his neck and the pressing proximity as Roger 
steps close against him to wrap the warm leather around his throat, curious and excitedly apprehensive as to 


what decadent demands might develop. 


[My turn to play The Quiet One.wonder how long | can last? I'll be a good Boy..for now. Let's see what he's 
got] 


take the takes 
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"Have you ever smashed one OFfstage.." Roger inquires, coolly surveying array of guitars ".or is that purely a 


bearbaiting affectation?" 


"Has it baited YOU?" Pete is well aware destructive displays entice [That's why | keep doing it] "Any bears in 


there* 
"Yesyes, it's very sexy.” [That's why he keeps doing it] "Sounds like shiT, though. Does it hurt your hands?" 
[Like a mad bastard, every time, but | won't tell him] "I know what l'm doing." 


"What you're NOT doing is answering my original question ls it a put-on?" [Of course it is, but how MUCH of 


one? He's such a showman.ls this Thing with me just another act?] 
"Can't you tell?" Pete teases. 


"No." Roger tersely admits, snapping "Perhaps | could, if | had time to see more of your shows, but l'm too 


busy..y'know, WRITING." [He understands that] "Now ANSWER me.." 


Pete almost replies to the veiled threat (as he would to anybody else's intimidation attempts) with a risible ‘Or 
WHAT?:, but has learned Roger more often responds with ice than with fire. [It's so humiliating when he makes 
me beg him to stay.but | always do] "The first time was an accident." He acknowledges "Place had stupidly low 
ceiling and | kept crackin’ headstock into it.knockin' myself out of key..realized brainless boppers didn't know true 
tune ANYway, then saw John was laughing at me across that dinky postage-stamp stage." Pete sighs "It wasn't 
very smart.still owed money on that guitar..but | gave in to frustration and rage." He steps closer, stopping 

with their chests mere inches apart, trying to gauge whether an embrace will be permitted. "I suffer from 


both.think you do, too." 


[Admission MIGHT have bought him a kiss, if he hadn't tacked on that last dig.) "What an intemperate creature 


you are" Roger scornfully scolds "Is wasteful and foolish to trash your own tools." 
"Well, it's cruel..and possibly criminal.to wreck somebody ELSE's stuff” Pete retorts. 


"Maybe so.." Roger allows, slipping an arm around to draw Pete tightly against him, fingers tracing curve of 


spine "but it can be VERY satisfying.” 


[II] "What a spiteful creature YOU are." Pete melts under masterful touch, murmuring "Is breaking a man.or 


his possessions..such splendid satisfaction for you?" 


Roger could quibble all day about the many meanings of both ‘breaking’ and ‘satisfaction’, but knows Pete could, 
too. Verbal sparring, stimulating as it can be, is not the thrill he's seeking now. "That depends on how | feel 
about him." he inclines head downward until lips loom near enough to Pete's for heat to bloom between them, 


but not quite close enough to touch. 


[He wants me to ask, but | WON'T. Let's see how HE likes being denied] Pete pulls away and sweeps gesture to 
indicate arrayed instruments without taking his eyes from Roger's. "You can't break ME." he taunts (Oh, how 
I'd bend, though] ".but if you care to..satisfy..your sadistic urges another way | offer pick of the litter." 


Roger had hoped Pete would take the not-quite kiss further, thereby allowing conquest of contact without 
impetus of initiation, but immediately understands why he hadn't. [| don't WANT to break him. Whatever this is, 
it wouldn't work with a weakling. His power and pride make the submission sweeter] "Are you proposing to 


sacrifice your tools upon the altar of my pleasure?" 
"Only ONE." Pete clarifies suggestively "Your choice, though." 


[He'd really let me kill one of his guitars? Hell, he'd probably get off on it] Mildly miffed at the rebuff of his 
embrace, Roger peruses instruments on display, determined to destroy whichever one reactions reveal is 
Pete's favorite. As he paces between electrics and acoustics, faintly fingering each in turn, he watches 
shrewdly for subtle signs of especial attachment but sees none. [Either he's got a better poker face than I'd 
thought..and knows what l'm about.or he truly doesn't care which | choose] 


Observing Roger prowl and scowl, Pete fantasizes the teasing touches across necks of his guitars becoming 
fiercely fisted throttle, that long, lean form arching backward with doomed instrument raised above at arc's 
apogee. Every occasion alone with this magnificent man is a longing, lustful simmer, but the thought of Roger's 
destructive exertions excites him toward rolling boil. [Couldn't keep his damnable cool during THAT.not if wildly 
wanton ways he attacks the cymbals during heap-of-noise title track are any indication.so-called song is a 
musical mess..more like "Wastebin Full Of Whatever". He can do better, and he knows it, but he might not know 
how beautiful he looks while enthralled in thrash..wish | could see his expression when he's beating ME] 


Although unable to ascertain which guitar's demise might incur greater grief, Roger can nonetheless discern 
that the prospect of seeing ANY of them smashed stirs their owner to overtly obscene anticipation. "I've 
decided." He declares, picking up resplendent Rickenbacker. [This one's the most comely and costly] "that it 
wouldn't please me to break one of YOUR treasures, after all" He detaches the strap before replacing six- 
string onto stand, snapping leather length between his hands. "I do, however, have a use for THIS in mind" 


* eK K 


[OF course he looks at the case before my face. Just for that, I'll strip him of speech before permitting a 
peek] 


[Has he brought me a present? Of course not.He understands an instrument, like a pet, has to be chosen by 
the one who'll be walking it. He wouldn't give me a guitar. Why does he bear one?] "We've never 


played.music..together.” Pete smiles in warm welcome. 


"We won't today." Roger sternly states, tossing the hard case dismissively onto nearby chaise with enough 
force for Pete's educated ear to dissect the clatter and buzz of wood and wire inside. "Do you still burn to 


observe me emulate your stage antics?" 

[Too light for one, too solid for another..that's a hollowbody hybrid in there] "You brought it to break it?" 
"If you have available a suitable location in which to do so." 

[Il] "What's wrong with right here?" 


Roger surveys the room, seeing no surface sturdy enough for shatter, save perhaps the walnut bar. Thick 
carpet and cheap wall paneling Thing would either bounce off or crash through. Pete scuffs rounded toe of one 
Dr. Marten beneath edge of luxurious rug, flipping heavy woven textile up to reveal the solid marble floor 
beneath. [HOW haven't | noticed that before? Damn, he's such a delicious distraction] "Fetch an amplifier, Boy. | 
wish to play it.briefly..first:” 


Pete moves to comply, but makes sure it seems more saunter than scurry. He's never witnessed any man 
ritualistically rend a guitar the way he does, and has never even seen Roger PLAY one before. [Obviously he 
CAN..but what tune will emerge?] Quick duck into adjacent room snags nearest noisebox, and upon return 
beholds Roger holding his [Myl] collar in one taunting hand. 


"Plug it in, then come here." 


Pete cannot resist speaking his mind. "What, can't take any commentary from the peanut gallery? Gotta shut 


me up before you show what a rubbish guitarist you are?" 


[Exactly. Nothing gets past him] "If you'd rather critique my technique, | suppose that's fine." Roger allows 
"But if you want to watch me break it you WILL accept temporary condition of silence." 


‘Its prob'ly a beater piece of shit that'll be better put out of its misery." Pete jibes, jauntily jabbing amp's 
plug into wall socket then standing to regally regard. "Pawnshop pickup half-cracked already.” 


"| promise you it isn't” Roger says so solemnly that Pete grasps this ritual is well worth acquiescence. 


[Any last words?] "Ready when you are." Pete raises his chin to bare his throat. 


“Turn around." Roger commands. 
"No." Pete defies "I want to look you in the eye while you put it on" [Can he work the buckle blind?] 


Roger reaches to wrap the collar around Pete's neck, deftly connecting metal tongue through leather hole while 
breathing in cloyingly conjugal closeness, sure shrewdness susses stirred sensibilities. [Dreamed for days about 
destroying pretty Thing, but all | want now is a kiss..How does he do this to me? Well, when he SEES it, he'll be 


the one yearning] 
[Would | rather a kiss, or to learn what's in the case? Suppose it's out of my hands, now] 


Roger steps back and turns away, bending toward guitar case and unsnapping the latches. Pete crowds close 
behind, peering intently to glean first glimpse of instrument inside. A hungry moan escapes his eagerly parted 
lips to espy pristine Gretsch White Falcon, golden fittings agleam against unmarred porcelain-esque gloss. 


[He means to BREAK this? No wonder he forbade my words first. | would NEVER destroy something so lovely. 
Is it worth revoking the collar to make a monetary offer? No.he wouldn't consent to transaction.but he 
WOULD love to see me beg to spare it] Sudden understanding dawns, and although Pete's no less desirous to 
handle gorgeous guitar, the realization it's stolen halts his reaching hands and quirks his mouth into superior 


smirk. [Can't smack pretty Pig, so you trash his toy?] 


Roger lifts gleaming Gretsch from case and uncoils cord from beneath, flicking finger across tip of pickup 
before ramming probe into body's socket and tossing other end to Pete, who obligingly connects it to amplifier. 
[He wants it.Ugh, guitarists. What makes them ogle especially shapely or expensive Things as if they'd rather 
play with their dicks than their picks? | get on well with my Fender, but won't be getting it on with it. | love 
my baby grand, but, grand as it is, it's not my fucking baby] There is no strap, but he won't need one..won't 


be playing long. 


Pete expects a ripping snarl, and is astonished at the clear, bell-like notes that ring cleanly from Roger's 
fingers, so very different from rapid rickety-tickety or keening bends distinctive of the man who'd evidently 
bought the instrument (and who, perhaps, has never played it). [Graham Nash? No, that's a Harrison 
composition, if memory serves. How do the lyrics go..?] Recalling the words, Pete almost bursts into song but 


stops himself, unsure if singing is permitted under constraint of collar. 


("If | needed someone to love, you're the one that I'd be thinking of .[f | needed someone. If | had some more 


time to spend, then | guess I'd be with you my friend.tf | needed someone."] 


Roger continues to levelly regard Pete as he plays, not singing the words but hoping brilliant Boy knows them, 
contemplating perhaps a song of his own surrounding and showcasing simple yet so strongly symbolic syllable 


if, 


["Had you come some other day then it might not have been like this.Can‘t you see now I'm too much in 


love?" 


Pete takes a tentative step closer, but immediately retreats as Roger savagely yanks out and flings away 


connecting cord. 


lm NOT going to break it plugged in. | fucking hate that shrill screelly sound YOU make when you go all Quick 


Draw McGraw." 


Fierce fingers find fattest string, hook beneath and tear away with rapacious rip yielding terrible twang before 
dropping down to attempt the same upon whammy bar, which he bends beyond repair but fails to break away. 
Twinkling, falcon-emblazoned pickguard is far easier to lever loose, and Roger flicks it sharply toward Pete's 
feet before following suit with two tone knobs viciously torqued off in rapid succession to clatter onto stone 


floor. 


Pete allows slight swoon to show, much as he's often noted from front row. [| just break the body, but he's 


fucking KILLING it first.ripping it apart with his bare hands] 


Broad thumb slides up headstock to lasciviously lever tuning peg of severed string, and as Roger feels it 
bending under pressure becomes aware of burgeoning tumescence. [Happens with the gong, too.hmmm..thought 
it was the vibration but maybe it's percussive power..essence of destruction How do drummers stand 
it?.Might be the way he's looking at me, though. Watch THS!] Determined to take two, Roger's next brutal 
break comes at cost. Twin snap happens, but sharply slices skin, provoking involuntary hiss. Sure Pete has 
already noted evident erection, Roger turns his back to conceal concerned inspection, relieved to find furrowed 
fingers messily but only superficially wounded. Severing steel strings hasn't cut into his own taut cables, and 
the sight of his welling blood, surprisingly, does nothing to quell the pulse of it in his prick 


[What's he hiding? Doesn't want me to see he's got a hard-on? Too late] Pete's sporting wood himself, but 
eagle eyes haven't alit.there..although he'd like very much for Roger to know how strongly his performance is 
stirring. When Roger turns back to Face The Face, Pete gasps to behold scarlet spatters besmirching alabaster 
enamel, evoking thoughts of Grimm's ‘Snow White And Rose Red’. [Half of London's likely beheld MY blood, but 
I'd bet precious few have ever seen HIS. How badly is he bitten? Such sharp smile.how hard might he bite?] 


"Get back." Roger commands. "I won't stop until it's shattered, and shall make no apologies for collateral damage 
to floors, furniture..or flesh." [I have no idea what l'm doing, and no clue how this Thing will break He's going to 
laugh at me..] 


Pete retreats behind the bar, watching Roger kick back the rug to expose more unforgiving surface as his 
hands choke up closer on the Gretsch's neck. [Oh, he's going to hurt himself like that.perhaps not, 
though..those hands look so veryveryveryVERY hard. He's probably practiced] 


[| should have practiced.] Roger carefully considers, and realizes the only way to build proper momentum is 
with that stupidly showy over-the-top over-the-head move he'd hoped to avoid. [Guess he DOES know what 
he's doing] 


Desirously delving Roger's deliberation, Pete decides that, since he's at the bloody bar, he may as well pour a 
drink As he does, his cock swells so painfully against the buttons of his trousers that he elects to release it. 


One hand on the bottle of Remy Martin and the other undoing his flies, he fills a glass with one hand while 
taking himself firmly in the other. 


Roger takes a deep breath and gathers his strength. [What if it doesn’t break? I'll look so stupid] He swings 
Dirty Dave's pure white treasure in a smooth upward arc and sweeps it swiftly down to connect with 


sublimely splintering crash onto marble floor. 


[What a fine flex of spine he has in body. His figurative one is so rigid.wonder if he'd ever let me stroke any 
OTHER stiffness he so clearly possesses?) Pete groans aloud at Roger's obvious pleasure that the Gretsch has 
severely split, and thrills that his involuntary noise draws attention, blazing gaze seeming to sear his very soul 


as Roger prepares to strike once more. 


[Fuck, that HURTS! How strong he must be..could take me apart easier than this guitar if he chose, but kneels 
at my feet. Is he jerking off? | must be doing SOMETHING right. Cracked along whole side seam. feels like a 

wobbly tooth. One more hit's sure to do it.) Another strong stroke sends shattered shards skittering, winking 
bits of inlay pinging merrily across stone as the spine parts completely from the body and Roger raises back 


up clutching only fretboard and headstock to behold Pete's countenance aflame with arousal. [Not as good as 


he could do. 

[WAY better than I've done..nobody would EVER ask if THAT was a put-on] 

Bright blood streaking broken spar, Roger strides in lustful lather to slam snapped stock atop the bar. 
Snatching up Pete's untouched drink, he downs half before regarding it in age-old optimist/pessimist dilemma. 


Tall enough to peer behind walnut barrier, he strives for cool smirk but knows Pete perceives prurient passion 


Clearly aware but not acknowledging what Pete's up to, Roger softly sings "Carve your number on my wall and 


maybe you will get a call from me..lf | needed someone." 


[If he tells me to stop | will rip off this collar and say ‘NO'] 


call the calls 


Author's Notes: 
Most of Pete\'s lines in this scene are lyrics from the FACE DANCES track \"Daily Records\’, which | often 
sing as \"Dirty Records\". 


Roger snaps immediately awake at the first ring but gives it two more, forcing his eyes and mind to focus 
before answering. He deliberately keeps irregular sleeping hours and never needs many [Can't ambush what you 
can't predict], but even the few folk entrusted with his private phone number should believe they'd disturbed 


his work, not his rest. None would dare do so without dire cause. 
"IF this isn't either REALLY bad or REALLY good news you'll be REALLY sorry." 


Pete's fingers not wrapping receiver fly to feel fluttering thrum in his throat, connotations of Roger's collar 
arising at terse tone of the threat. [He might not be alone..Well, that's not MY fucking problem] "This could be 


suffering... he solemnly strives for gnomic gravitas ".this could be pleasure. I'm unaware of any difference." 
[Il] Roger sits up eagerly to hear favorite voice, managing to conceal excitement with cordial inquiry. "What can 
| do for you?" [Obtaining this number couldn't have been easy, but he's incredibly resourceful.and 


phenomenally persuasive. I'll MAKE him tell me who coughed it up when next we're together] 


[He'd never ask me that if we were face-to-face] Pete has been working up the courage to place this call, 


cognac emboldening him enough to implore "Can you come over?" 

Roger COULD [Slick of him to frame it that way..can't let him play me] but although he'd very much like to 
again engage brilliant, bold Boy he's aware it might set a dangerous precedent to start coming when called. "No. 
I'm busy." 


"Doing what?" Pete pries, purveying prurience "or WHO?" 


"None of your business." comes out cold, but Roger's next words are friendlier. "We can talk a while, though. 


What's on your mind?" 

"My head is aging." Pete sighs, topping off his glass ".my balls are aching, but I'm not looking for deliverance." 
Discerning clink and gurgle, Roger probes "Are you drunk?" 

Pete will not dignity that. "This could be letting on.this could be highly cut. I'm unaware of any difference." He's 


not sure exactly what he wants to say, but the words which coalesce are, as usual, an accurate, articulate 


assessment of his feelings. [Most don't see that..think l'm just being clever and cryptic.but he sees 


everything] "One says it can't be done, then someone does it first. | am not looking for equivalents. | can't exist 


no more in chains and fetters" [Figuratively speaking, anyway..would willingly wear literal ones for him] 


[Fuck, he's about to declare love. At least he won't expect me to say it back] Roger remains silent as Pete 


carries on. 


"I just don't quite know how to wear my hair no more..” Pete laments "no sooner cut it than they cut it even 
more.’ Downing another deep drink, he tries to organize the conflicting jumble of his thoughts. "Got to admit 
that | created private worlds, but cold sex and booze don't impress my little girls." 


Wonderful woodnotes wild within Pete's rambling, repetitious rant intently impress upon Roger's linguistic 
sensibilities. [What a natural poet he is. | have to break my balls over lyrics but, even soused, lovely lines just 
tumble effortlessly out of him] "So don't offer them any." He quips "They'll be plenty happy to spend your 
money. That's sure to garner SOME respect" 


| need you even more." Pete passionately proclaims ".my money keeps me poor. They say it's just a stage in 
life, but | know by now the problem is a stage..and they say ‘Just take your time and itll go away’, but | know 


by now I'll never, never change.’ His head swims and his erection throbs. "I think | need to lie down" 


"All right, then" Roger tries to keep the disappointment from his voice. [He woke me up for nothing. Glad | 
didn't head over.he'd have been passed out before | got there] "Go sleep it off. Good night" 


"Nol" Pete blurts desperately "Don't hang up." [I know what he wants.if | surrender, will he give me what | 
want?] "Please let me take you to bed with me like this..since you won't in the flesh." 


[He's right. won't.but he finally said ‘please’. If | refuse now, he might never say it again] "Okay." Roger 


concisely concedes. 


[Wow, that IS a magic word.wonder what other doors it might open with him?] "Thank you, Sir." Hooking 
handset over padded armrest, Pete arises from easy chair and hurries down the hall toward his bedroom. 
Quickly shucking off clothes, he slips beneath sheets naked before picking up his bedside phone to ask anxiously 
"Still there?" 


"Go hang up the other line." Roger commands, recalling several occasions he's eavesdropped and unwilling for 
this conversation to be overheard. His pulse quickens and his prick thickens to contemplate Pete lying in 


bed..thinking about him. 


"Don't worry." Pete assures "I have the place all to myself tonight." He doesn’t know that, but Roger doesn't 


either, so.. "Please don't make me get up." 


Roger surprises himself with blunt vulgarity. "| bet your cock is up..and in your hand." [Just like when | 
smashed the Gretsch] 


‘lm still amazed at your omnipotence." Pete fondly flatters, stroking Roger's ego and his own stiffness 


simultaneously, asking "Is yours?" 
"Yes to the first, no to the second." Roger admits. 
Pete can't resist cliché phone-sex inquiry "What are you wearing?" 


Nothing but boxers..barely. [So hard it feels like tent could tear] "Don't be stupid” Roger warns, disinclined to 


describe scant sleepwear. 


"| could be losing you." Pete sighs, squeezing harder as he imagines Roger's fierce fingers in place of his own 


"1 could be coming through.!'m unaware of any difference." 


"You're fine." Roger means that in so many ways, and is unable to resist slipping a hand inside his shorts as 
he recollects ecstatic expression infusing noble features during Pete's onanistic exhibition behind the bar. [He'd 


do this for me..and more..if I'd let him. Could |?] ".don't stop." 


Pete couldn't if he wanted. "You still support me now.." He wishes it were Roger's actual ear into which he 
were breathing, next words emerging in ragged pants "and love me anyhow..and | am still under your 
influence." [So close..wish | could scream his name but Monkey might be around and think | mean HM] He does 


cry out, but utterance is wordless, as pressure of tautly tuned tension explosively releases. 


"Ohhh..." Low moan escapes unbidden at sound and ideation of Pete's pleasure. [I do want him for himself, but 


it's so fucking hot how much he wants ME] 
"You're doing it now, aren't you?" Pete murmurs, listening to Roger's respiration speed as his own slows. 


"Yessss.." Roger hisses, growling through gritted teeth "Yes, you wicked, beastly Boy, you're making me touch 
myself." 


"If | were there, would you let ME touch you?" 


[This wouldn't be happening in person.hate how he looks when he's sopped too much sauce..regal bearing asway 
and customarily captivating countenance occluded by lidded leer..those hauntingly gorgeous eyes..watching me 
jerk off.loving it] Roger's intense arousal spurs him to spill fevered fantasy. "IF you were here, I'd put you on 


your knees so | could spurt across your beautiful blue eyes." 


Although sticky streaks spattering skin have not yet cooled, a fresh tremor of lust courses Pete's flesh at 
Roger's wanton words, and he hotly urges "I want that..Will you come for me right now?" adding a quietly 


yearning "Please?" 


Since they're safely separated, Roger supposes he can give in.put out.just this once. Pete HAD asked so nicely, 
after all, 


stand the stands 


Author's Notes: 
lunab5's amazing "Its a Hit" (it sure IS!) has Roger saying ".when you're right, you drive me wild", which so 


stirs me | decided MY Roger says it, too. 


[That's the THIRD time he's deliberately played the wrong note. He's TRYING to arouse my ire] Roger brings 


the belt down in sharply snapping swat across Pete's shoulders. 


[That's the THIRD time he's hit me for fixing HIS clumsy composition. All right, playtime's over] Pete stands 
with swift swivel, arising from piano bench. One hand snakes to snatch long length of leather from Roger's fist 
while the other reaches behind his neck to unbuckle shorter strip. Casting collar onto carpet between Roger's 


boots, Pete snarls "I'm not taking a beating for YOUR fucking mistake! You WROTE the wrong note, Toe-rag!" He 
furiously flings his belt across the room, punctuating gesture with further aggrieved insult "Tosser!" 


Roger stands his ground, but berates himself for allowing shock to show. [How stupid to underestimate 
him.KNEW how fast he can move.he saw me flinch when he raised the lash..won't EVER let THAT happen 
again.if my command hasn't suffered too much in his esteem to permit future play, I'll be sure to keep it 
wrapped around my hand from now on] He'd always considered the you're-beautiful-when-you're-angry trope 


a ridiculous cliché, but now finds Pete's fierce defiance awesomely attractive. 


"You thought | was going to strike you." Pete laughs in Roger's face. "What would you have done if | HAD?" 
[He's about to frost up, take his toys and go home..better get my licks in while | can] 


[Im swift, too.he knows that..saw it coming, could have avoided.used his momentum against him and knocked 
him down.couldn't |?] "You wouldn't DARE." Roger declares, still on guard in case he could be wrong. He points 


stern finger downward, indicating discarded collar. "Pick that up." 
"| won't." proclaims Pete, mimicking direct digit, pointing toward keyboard ".unless you go play it RIGHT.” 


Roger's regard remains upon blazing blue brilliance hovering in haughty judgement as he approaches the piano 
and bends to apply touch upon the black and the white. [| WROTE the fucking thing, | know how it fucking 
goes..but..] Rippling through riff, he permits Pete's one-note correction and thrills to realize his own error. 
Reaching into his jacket pocket, he feels his cock start to swell as he whips out ballpoint pen and breaks intense 
eye contact to turn around and make correction on the page he'd painstakingly composed and has as of yet 


shown no one except the magnificent man behind him. 


[He CAN bend.he's not stubborn, after all] Pete stoops to retrieve the collar, but is unable to stretch out 
offer to return it because Roger immediately takes him in impassioned embrace as soon as he straightens up, 


arms slipping around his waist and hands sliding both up and down to simultaneously caress back and buttock, 


firmly cupping and pulling him near while the collar dangles limply at his side, threatening to slip back onto the 


floor. 


"When you're right, you drive me wild" Roger utters simple truth before pressing parted lips to Pete's, 


watching eyes widen with surprise then narrow in excitement Lor suspicion?] as the kiss deepens. 


[He never closes his eyes..] Pete normally would.with anybody else..but since Roger doesn't, he can't permit 
himself to, either, and the two men continue to observe one another closely while their tongues entwine. [He's 
never gripped or kissed me this hard..oh, my..hard' indeed..said | drive him wild.must be true, he's never lied, 
either.perhaps he CAN'T. Hmmm..that could be exploitable] Tilting his head away to disengage from kiss, Pete 
slides hand holding the collar up along Roger's thigh, single fingertip barely but deliberately brushing bulge, 
discerning stiffening of spine and that double blink Pete has come to recognize as discombobulation. Hand glides 
upward into the warmth beneath Roger's coat, along taut planes of chest, before Pete slips collar neatly back 


into the pocket from whence it had been conjured, daring personal question he's often desired to pose. 

"Am | your first foray into..men?" 

[Yes, but he doesn't need to hear it. Might start him thinking he knows best.probably does, but.] "Nosy Boy...” 
Roger softly scolds, touching light lips to tip of noble nose at issue. [On ME, a big beak just looks witchy, but 
HIS is splendid. Wonder if there's any correlation to..couldn't see very well behind the bar..was mostly looking at 
his face, anyway | "why does that matter?" 

"Matters to YOU." Pete reminds "You raked me over the coals for details about my..past" 

"Ah, but you WANTED to be.raked..yes? Practically beg for it with cryptic comments and arch allusion, 
flagrantly flaunting such provocative..speech. You enjoy being FORCED to lay bare your dirty secrets, don't 
you? You feel desired when somebody wants more than you share." 

[How does he KNOW? No, it's just a lucky..educated.guess|] "Doesn't everybody, really?" 

"NOT really." Roger rebukes "SOME people know how to say ‘none of your business’ and MEAN it" 


"You said that on the phone, but then you stayed.up..with me and said MUCH more interesting things." 


Roger remembers every intriguingly nuanced word of unexpectedly intimate conversation, but isn't sure Pete 


does. [He was pretty lit] "What was the MOST interesting thing | said?" 


"That | was MAKING you touch yourself" Pete promptly responds with trace of tease "Hadn't thought 
| anybody..could make YOU do anything." 


[He WOULD seize upon one wrong word..one wrong note..was the word wrong, though? DID he somehow MAKE 
me..?] 


"Then you said you'd put me on my knees." Pete moves to follow words with action, but Roger grips him firmly 


by the biceps, arresting slow, salacious sink. 


"| did want that.then.but | don't now." Roger steers him backward toward the piano bench and pushes him to 
sit upon it. Keeping both hands and intense regard on Pete, he moves to sit down next to him facing the 
opposite direction. Once his body is pointed toward the keyboard, he slides gaze over his own work while fingers 
slip along strong length of arms to settle decisively onto ivories. He turns head back to offer quiet proposition. 


"Now | want you to kiss me while | play it RIGHT” 

Pete is eager to oblige, but first wants to know.."Which is harder." he runs eager hand along Roger's erection 
"to share with me..this?" He squeezes softly, delighted Roger does not stop him or seem at all displeased. He 
jerks his chin at scribbled notes atop the piano "Or this?" 


"Which do you like better?" Roger begins to play and leans in, awaiting Pete's kiss but ablaze for his answer. 


"Haven't had enough of either to know yet." Pete ardently avows ".but both are amazing." he can't resist final 


barb before what he hopes will be the last words spoken for a lovely long while ".excepting one note." 


watch the flix 


Author's Notes: 
Big Dogs aren't little sluts like Rick and Dave. Took it all the way to Chapter Ten before things got sticky. | love 


Tchaikovsky, and decided they do, too. FK wanted Roger to comment on an ugly couch, so | obliged. 


"Where was this stupid thing made?" 

Roger had correctly surmised it would be pornographic from the tone of Pete's suggestion they ‘take in a film’ 
and, although he has little interest in conventional smut, he'd very much wanted to get inside Whoville's home 
theatre. The room in which the two men repose at ease together upon luxurious sofa is as tastefully appointed 


as the cheap chamber projected upon the screen is tacky. 


"America, | should say." Pete guesses from brassy accents within both the voices and hairstyles of 
performers. "California, most likely. Why?" 


"The décor is hideous. I've never beheld an uglier carpet-and-drape scheme." 


Pete laughs in spite of his mild irritation at Roger's derisive disdain. "Are you talking about the furnishings or 
the follicles?" 


"Both. Hate that haystack-y overbleaching. Hair should be soft." Roger resists urge to caress a lock of Pete's. 


[Can't reward him for trying to sway me with this banal barnyard dreck] ".and that couch is the most 


appalling article outside of an insane asylum." 

[He's seen INSIDE one?] "You're looking at the COUCH? Not the arse wriggling on it?" 
"Her backside IS considerably more appealing than her front." Roger grudgingly allows. 
"You don't like her tits? Too big or too small for your tastes?" 


"Her TEATS are fine..enough. | don't like her face, and her voice makes me cringe.” [Thankfully the dick halfway 


down her throat prevents further aural affront] "She looks like a heifer, and sounds like one, too.” 
Pete happens to think the actress is quite pretty, but supposes Roger speaks more of demeanor than 
appearance. "| guess dulcet tones are an attribute not sought when casting filthy films." he agrees "Perhaps 


they should be" 


"What a perfect day job for Monkey." Roger quips, provoking Pete's chuckle. 


"Give him time, I've no doubt he'll figure that out for himself. Give this a chance, too. It gets good here in a 


minute." Pete promises. 

Roger deduces what Pete means by ‘good’ is the onscreen arrival of a second stallion, who begins to make 
similar use of fecund female animal's hindquarters to what the other stud has been making of her mouth. 
[Does he deem this coital configuration particularly pleasing ?] "Oh, now, REALLY, where the fuck did HE come 
from, anyway?" Roger grouses "Not even an introduction..or an invitation?" 

"You're overthinking this." Pete teases. 

"ANY thinking renders it utterly ridiculous." 


"So stop analyzing every damned detail." Pete urges "and just enjoy it.” 


"The first of those suggestions is impossible, so the second is extremely unlikely.unless you offer something 


more..stimulating to think about." 
Pete attempts appetizing food for thought. "Have YOU ever engaged multiple partners?" 


"Concurrently, yes." Roger confides "Simultaneously, no, but | could perhaps be persuaded.if you and your 


lovely wife were to ask me VERY nicely." 
Pete is taken aback. "That wasn't a proposition" 
"Wasn't it?" Roger delves "Why else would you show me..this?” 


"Maybe | WAS leading up to a.different proposition." Pete awkwardly admits "but THAT one might make me 


too jealous." 
"Jealous of me." Roger archly inquires "or of her?" 


[Worried I'd be left out] Pete feels uncomfortable saying it, but is sure Roger already knows. "Both." he quietly 


acknowledges. 


Pete's flustered face is far more arousing than filmed fornication could ever be, and Roger rewards 
uncharacteristically straight, albeit brief, answer with reprieve from sensitive subject. [lIl press THIS point 
again another time] "What proposition WERE you prepared to make, then?" 


| had hoped we might pick up where we left off last time." Pete confesses, resting a hand lightly upon Roger's 


knee. "| was burning when you told me to stop." 


[| know..becoming clumsy with looming lust..touch shifting from fondle to grope..that's why | called a halt when | 
did] Roger stands abruptly, holding out a hand to receive the clasp of fingers fallen from lean leg, pulling Pete 


to his feet beside him. "Back to the piano? Very well" Pete draws nearer, reaching out with unheld hand, but 
Roger steps backward, attempting to lead him along. Pete remains rooted, and Roger lets go at first sign of 


resistance. [He's stronger..won't try to move him] 
"I'd rather stay here." Pete had entertained notion of dragging Roger back down onto the sofa [1 COULD pull 
him on top of me, but would that excite or anger him?] but now dares no further contact except with eager 


eyes as he continues "A piano bench leaves.left.much to be desired for what | have in mind." 


"WhatEVER you have in mind will NOT happen with THIS playing." Roger sharply insists, scolding "What were you 
thinking?" 


[Wanted to see how he'd react. Now | know] "What would you prefer?" 

“Something with GOOD music..and no distracting idiotic noises." 

Pete briefly considers. "| have the Bolshoi Ballet's SWAN LAKE" [Will he think that's fruity?] 
[Beautiful. Performers clothed..and mute] "That'll do nicely. Now silence this shallow shitshow." 


"So, you don't partake of porn at ALL?" Pete asks, sauntering to shut off the projector, plunging the room into 


darkness before Roger moves to switch on ambient lights. 
"| didn't say THAT" he clarifies "The written stuff can be.interesting." [Especially works of Marquis de Sade] 
"and | admit to hoarding a secret stash of French postcards in my misbegotten youth, but blue movies have 


never done much for me." 


Pete rummages stack of film canisters and unearths the one sought, imagining naughty adolescent Roger abed 


with well-thumbed photos. "Why not?" 

“They're fake." Roger promptly responds with a crooked grin "If | want to watch strangers humping for REAL, | 
need only attend the right parties." [More entertaining sex has probably gone down in this very room than 
anything he's got on film] 

Pete pounces upon one word. "Strangers? Would you watch the flix if they starred people you know?" 


"Absolutely!" Roger unabashedly leers. "Are there any featuring YOU?" 


(Well, there is ONE.certainly obscene but not sure if it qualifies as porn] Pete begins swapping out reels. 
"Would you be.interested.if there WERE?" 


"Yes." Roger simply affirms "Let's watch THAT instead of ballet.” [Peter is much more marvelous..and 


dlive.than Pyotr. Oh, what | could LEARN about him..] 


"Not this time." Pete forestalls. [He WANTS to see me naked.to watch me fucking. "You've got to let me have 
SOME secrets so you'll keep coming back" He knows as the words leave his lips that Roger might make him 
pay for telling him what he's ‘got to' do, and is astonished to hear the single-word utterance accompanying 


humble expression 

"Please?" 

[Il] "No." Pete coolly denies, connecting filmstrip into projector and flipping the switch. As Tchaikovsky's 
overture swells along with his cock, he boldly strides across the room to take Roger's hand in one of his while 
turning off overhead incandescence with the other. "That would be too much of a distraction. | want you to 
see The Real Me. Can you?" 


"| like to think so." Roger permits Pete to lead him back to the couch "but I'd like to see more." 


"How much more?" Pete's heart hammers, pounding pulse in his ears drowning out the tympani within 


symphony. 


They sit down together, arms slipping around each other and lips connecting briefly before Roger speaks. 


"However much you're willing to show.." another light kiss "to share." 


[Does he mean it?] "That would be everything, then" Pete's hand slides downward to find Roger as hard as he 
is, and his fingers grasp tab of zipper, only to be harshly halted. 


"Don't." 

A small noise of frustration escapes. "You said whatever | wanted." 

"| didn't" Roger corrects "| said whatever YOU'RE willing to share. If you'll recall, our original terms stipulate 
MY clothes stay on" He pushes Pete backward until he's lying down, then offers firm squeeze, gratified at 
gasping groan his touch elicits. "If you want to take YOURS off, that's a different matter entirely.’ 

"You won't make me do it myself, will you?" Pete pleads, not meaning merely disrobing. 

In unspoken answer, Roger unbuckles Pete's belt and begins unbuttoning his fly. [Sick of the word ‘stingy’. | can 
be generous without being compromised.l'm a quick study. can figure this.him.out] "Do you need your boots 


off first?" 


"No." Pete sighs, shoving shorts and trousers down past his hips, erection jutting stiffly into Roger's softly 
stroking hand. "I just need you to promise you won't say ‘stop’ this time." 


"| won't." Roger assures "as long as you're a good Boy and let me know what else you need with your 


WORDS." He continues to run gentle grasp up and down, warning "No pushing or pulling.” 


Pete writhes under touch he's so long desired, but which isn't as firm as he'd imagined. "Harder." he moans. 


"Harder pressure or rougher friction?" [Damn, he's thick.should've expected it. So strong and solid everywhere 


ELSE] 


"Pressure." Pete groans, glorying at grip's immediate increase, resisting desire to close his eyes as he usually 
would and instead inspecting Roger's studious expression flicking between his cock and his face. [Those hands 
look so hard..who knew they'd be so gentle?] "More." 


[More? Any harder would HAVE to hurt..wouldn't it? Damned if | let him handle MY dick..anytime soon] Roger 


squeezes tighter, but has to ask "Is this a masochism Thing or an insensitivity issue?" 


I'm not insensitive." Pete defends, struggling to articulate further while literally in the grip of such pleasure "It 


doesn't hurt.don't want it tobut | want YOU..harder..faster." [Like I've dreamed..] 


Roger complies with speed and torque, slipping his other hand experimentally beneath to cup and palpate swollen 
sack, slick clear seepage facilitating touch at tip. 


Pete's beginning to buck, finding it nearly impossible to keep his eyes open but knowing Roger will be more 
interested in the sight of his expression than the vision of his imminent ejaculation "Can You See The Real 
Me?" he cries out, echoing with subsequent spurts ".. The Real Me..the real me..therealme?" 


rule the rules 


Author's Notes: 

Had intended "place the place" to come next, but realized their "What are we?" relationship conversation had to 
happen first and that "rules" needed establishing before they could be seen together. Album EMPTY GLASS 
plays a big backdrop for entire arc of Big Dogs In Love, and spun on repeat while composing this chapter. Would 
love to discuss resplendent record with anybody else who likes it. Every song is a full-to-the-brim gem. 


[Bloody hell, | must look like Maria. "I Have Confidence" is disgustingly appropriate here. No doubt he's singing it 
to behold my approach] 


Roger's twin grips tighten upon handles of both bass case and satchel, hands holding black leather burdens as 
appraising gaze approvingly appropriates beautiful Bentley idling in the drive, inclining head in acknowledging 


greeting upon passing awaiting chauffeur, wondering who soon departs or has just arrived. 


[Damn him, he said we'd be entirely alone were | to arrive right now..suppose | can't begrudge his popularity, 
but it COULD be another esoteric experiment. If whoever it is isn't leaving soon, suppose | shan't stay, after 


all, although intriguing invitation incites interesting ideation] 


"Damn you, Woman!" Pete hisses "I TOLD you he'd be right on time. The car's been waiting fifteen minutes 
while you've blithered about. Now we have no choice.Face Two, immediately." He strides past his wife to open 


the door, confident she'll obey orders. 


Karen knows the drill, and is somewhat surprised Pete stipulated ‘Society Wife Face’ TWO for this particular 
guest, rather than default ONE (‘smile and nod prettily where appropriate but speak briefly and sweetly only in 
answer to direct question’) or expected THREE (ditzy, devoted dame all to blame for distracting long-suffering 
husband away from bigger, better things’). She's happy to do it, though. Face Two asks for sprightly, flirty 
flattery, and she's been longing to learn why Waters so stirs Pete's thirst. 


Pete faces Roger across threshold, noting eagle eyes ogling stately sedan before flicking to meet his own. [Yes, 
he appreciates fine curves. Let's see how he approves Karen's] "The car was late." he smoothly dissembles 


"or we WOULD have been alone." 


Karen quickly takes her cue, smiling brightly as she sidles past Pete to greet Roger as if in regretful hurry. 
"Sorry | must be going, but I'm SO glad to see you again, Sir. Pete speaks VERY highly of you and | would LOVE 


a chance to talk, sometime when neither of us have anywhere else to be." 


[‘Sir'? Stop suspicious sniffing.not necessarily deliberate dig.she might not know my name..not certain of hers] 
Roger allows gaze to obviously, overtly devour as he speaks to the woman while registering reaction of the 


man. “Wonderful to..see..you again, as well, and | also regret we have no time to..talk” [Lady's well-trained, 


indeed, but she WASN'T supposed to still be here. He's trying to show her off, but also vexed I've seen her at 
all. Blameless driver unfairly maligned. SHE ran late, not the car. Why is he lying?] 


Pete's spark of envy [He never looks at ME with such naked lust] ignites hot jolt of jealousy. [She's laid it on 
too thick. For a man who gets off cerebrally, that was practically a pass. Know he wants her..could she fancy 
him, too?] "Come and kiss me." Command is for Karen, but Pete has eyes only for Roger's reaction as she 


takes his direction and gives him her lips. 


Roger unflinchingly observes, well aware affectionate exhibition is another of Pete's torrid tests but uncertain 
what manner of rise it's intended to invoke. [Does he want me to squirm or salivate? Well, he can strip and 
screw her right here and I'll do neither. Hmmm. | WOULD enjoy watching that. They're lovely together. Wonder 
what the wedding night was like.for sure it WASN'T their first time. He'd never commit without assuring 
aligned appetites] 


Subtle signal softly spurs Karen to ham it up then cut it out, which she does with first shiver then sigh, 
followed by coy smile and demure demurral, planting one hand against Pete's chest and stepping slightly out of 
his embrace to murmur "Down, boy." She taps herself twice upon the throat in importuning gesture of her 
own (the one meaning obedience must be soon repaid with explanation) before glancing at her wristwatch to 
remark. "I'll miss the train if | don't dash, Dearest." 


Noting small suitcase beside the door, Roger sets down his own baggage, beating Karen to hers, insisting. "Allow 


me. 


"Why THANK you." Karen coos with teasing lilt. "How nice to see him cultivating a better class of company.’ 
Tossing a smoochy sound behind her shoulder at Pete, she quips "Don't make too much mess, okay? No wild 


orgies." 


"Wouldn't dream of it." Roger casually assures Karen, but fierce flicker he shoots over her head is anything 
but amused, freezing Pete in place "now." 


[He's furious..planning to leave as soon as she does, although he came prepared to spend the night..the whole 
weekend if I'd managed.but I've somehow fucked up royally] Sharply scathing backward glance as Roger bears 
Karen's bag to the awaiting sedan makes Pete wonder if he'll contrive to lay an apparently innocent hand on her 
just to score a hit, but no touch manifests, not even barest brush of fingertips as he opens backseat door for 
her and hands in the suitcase after she's settled in. Pete cannot discern what has aroused Roger's wrath, but 
intends to delay his departure and hopefully defuse his displeasure. He bends down to take Roger's 
accoutrements off the stoop, bearing them far enough into the house that he'll have to step entirely inside 


before he's able to turn around and leave. 


[He thinks I'm going to paw her. Not that | wouldn't like to..he deserves it, and she might go for it. No. I'm 
above such Neanderthal nonsense] Roger does indulge himself in sensual stroke of resplendent ride's cool 
curve, fondly fondling fender. [How I'd love to own a Bentley. Shall, one of these days..black, of course] He slaps 


Bentley's boot twice as if urging on a horse or dog and automobile surges out from under his hand to pull 


away down the drive. Turning back toward the still-open door, he sees neither Pete nor his own possessions. 


[Bastard KNOWS l'm not staying now, so he's forcing me to come in after my stuff] 


"How DARE you touch my instrument?" Roger snarls to behold Pete standing between him and his property. 
[He looks so beautiful, but this is about to get ugly, indeed ] 


Pete's pulse pounds with sudden surge of adrenaline although he affects insouciant smirk. "I've NEVER touched 
your..naked..instrument." he deviously declares "I was hoping to seek permission to do so today, but you're 


evidently in no mood. Shut the door if you'd rather fight than.play. What would nosy neighbors say?" 


[Nearest neighbors are acres away, but he's right.something trashy about personal arguments, isn't there? 
This is the LAST time I'll engage him behind closed doors] "We won't fight." is Roger's rough rebuttal "unless 
you're too stupid to get out of my way. Stand aside. | have nothing more to say to you." 


‘Clearly you DO" Pete stonewalls "You're not getting past me until you explain yourself” 


"Explain MYself?" Roger barks incredulously "After that ridiculous attempt to humiliate me? You TOLD her, 
didn't you? Even after we AGREED. this.was to be nobody's business but ours." 


[Ah, that's why he's so angry. He's mortified. Well, | can work with that.] "| assure you | didn't" promises Pete 


sincerely "How could |, when I'm not even sure what..this'.might be, myself?" 


"Oh, don't LIE" Roger growls threateningly "You've been lying since | got here. The car wasn't late, there IS no 
train and you somehow COACHED her to flirt with me. I've had enough of your twisted games. You'll toy with 
me no longer. Now MOVE" 


[What will he do if | don't?] "ME, twisted? YOU'RE a fucking corkscrew, too busy watching your back to see 
what's right in front of you." 


"f it's still in front of me in five seconds, | shall be forced to knock it down" 


Pete gambles that Roger will not back up his threat. [That would mean touching me, which he is 
obviously.painfully..averse to doing this minute. Might tide be turned?) "Why do you think Karen knows? | 


haven't shared details with her or anyone." 


"Clearly you DID" Roger sneers, fingers flexing into fist then snapping open to pointedly punctuate accusing 
words. " ‘Sir? ‘Boy’? ‘Wild orgies’, for fuck's sake?" He advances angrily into immediate reach. "What does she 


think this IS, anyway?" 


"Boarding school crush." Pete's flippancy finds flesh with baiting, biting barb. "Pining attraction, unbalanced 
reciprocation and zero chance of consummation." Figurative finger stabs metaphorical button with provocative 


precision as Roger's literal hand flashes toward smart mouth. Pete knows he could dodge, but allows backhand 


blow to connect. [He pulled it..oh, my, look at that FACE. Real remorse. He's shocked that I've moved him to 


violence.wrecked his resolve..what sublime leverage this provides] He deliberately frosts his glare and draws 


himself into intimidating stance, intoning imposing invocation. "If you EVER do that again, you'll be sorry." 


"L am sorry." Roger has never before struck a friend in anger. [Nor a lover.. which he's NOT.not even my 
friend.he betrayed me.he's been laughing at me all along] "Sorry | ever trusted you. | won't do it again, or 


anything else, either. Whatever this is.WAS.its over." 


"You've never trusted me." Pete scoffs haughtily "You don't trust anyone." He softens both posture and tone, 
but eyes remain icy. "Believe it or not, those few..suggestive..words which set such a panic in thy breastie 
were pure.." he allows a small, chilly smile ".impure..coincidence. As usual, you're reading nefarious ulterior 


motive where none exists. | find it very telling that you demand to hear what SHE thinks ‘this is', but that YOU 


don't deign to name it." 


"| did" Roger retorts, recollecting "I clarified THAT before beginning. We agreed to an experiment, but you've 
made it.me..a joke. We agreed it would be PRIVATE, but your wife knows, your quiet one knows and by now l'm 


sure your maniac and monkey do, too." 


"All they know for certain is what they've seen" [He doesn't want to hear this.said THAT before beginning, 
too..but perhaps he should.before he walks out of my life forever] "I promise AGAIN that | haven't told torrid 
tales, but | know they can't help but notice a change in me, and may well have..to varying degrees..deduced 


difference was wrought by your influence." 

"What difference?" 

Pete permits glimmer of hope he may yet salve suspicion with sincerity. "I sing your praises, employ your 
especially apt appellations, turn your phrases, dwell deeply upon your compositions and light up when you enter 


a room. Those within my..intimate..circle are not blind to the fact that | want you included in it." 


"What do you mean?" [How ‘intimate: IS he with his bandmates? Practically incestuous, that..and Rick thinks I'M 
the pervert?] 


"Do you Really Want me to say it?" 


"No." Roger decides [Maybe he will, anyway, just to get a rise. Does he really mean it, though? More mind 
games. l'm a fool to keep playing, but.J "Can you say WHY?" 


| could fling flowery flattery forever." Pete sighs "but at the heart of the matter it's because you 
understand me." 


"| don't." Roger shakes his reeling head "Not at all." 


"More than anybody else ever has.." Pete gently insists "maybe ever COULD. Nobody understands you, either, 
do they? Although you THINK you're speaking plainly it's dismissed as sarcasm or airy-fairy philosophy and all 


the while the music keeps you.up.all hours in all WAYS and the inspiration never stops burning." 
"burning." Roger echoes, unbidden, as Pete carries on 


"and you KNOW what you have to say..to play..could be transcendent brilliance if only the imperfect 


instruments at your command could give you more..” 

"more...2" 

"but the right words always fall upon the wrong ears. You try so hard but nobody sees because you've 
learned to make it look easy, and there's so much pressure but nobody cares because it seems you craved 


the power." 


"power." [He's hypnotizing me..can't let him speak my mind.even if he does have the right of it] "Stop doing 
that." 


"Ah, but you do it, too" Pete calmly confers "You've done it to me since we met." 
"Not on purpose." 


"No? You haven't tried to sway..to seduce..to inspire and arouse..at ALL?" It's Pete's turn for scathing suspicion 


"NOW who's lying?" 

Roger bites balefully "NEVER call me a liar again" 

"If this.if we.are finished, and if you dont.CAN'T.return my feelings, why do you care WHAT | call you" 
"You know that | care." (Won't be saying the word] ".but ‘we! just aren't possible’ 


"My dear fellow, men like us make our own rules. Always have, always will. If anything is impossible..between 


us, it is only because you're too afraid." 

"IFs not fear." Roger knows as he says this that he won't get away with it. 

"Call it confusion if you prefer, but for you they're the same thing, aren't they?" Pete may not get what he 
wants, or like what he hears, but he WILL have an answer before he lets Roger leave him. "What scares you 


the most?" 


[He could break my heart.smash it spectacularly before an avid audience like one of his damned, doomed 


quitars.if | show him where it hides] Roger struggles to respond, managing only "It's..you're..too much for me." 


[Now we're getting somewhere] "Never been with a equal before, have you?" 


"No." Roger quietly admits, asking "Have you?" 
"Once." Pete trails off, ruefully adding "I'd hoped, but it.we.never worked out" 
Roger yearns to learn who, but settles for only "What went wrong?" 


"That's a story for another day." Pete's teasing twinkle returns "IF you GIVE me another day. Right now, | think 


we need to talk about us." 
"There is no 'us'" Roger sees no solution "There can't be." 


"You say ‘too much'" Deeply desiring to reach out with his hands, Pete coaxingly caresses with only regard and 
voice. "| cannot be less than | am, but tell me." he ardently implores "what overwhelms you so?" 


[Your proud, passionate presence.. your bold, brilliant beauty..your love.and mine] Roger is unable to answer. 


Pete determines to guess, assured the major hang-up must be some combination of three. [I'll know when | hit 
the right ratio.like safecracking, he is, but interior trove should prove worth the effort] "Worried I'll force 


you into something you don't want?" 


"You COULDN'T." Roger regrets impulsively emotional rejoinder, sure Pete takes it not as the defiant denial he'd 


intended but, rather, as impassioned admission. [| just told him how much I've enjoyed our..experiments]] 


"Well, then." Pete tamps triumph behind benevolent sympathy. ".are you uncomfortable with what you DO 


want?" 


[Occasionally, alone, when wracked by memory or anticipation Never when we're together] "Not that, either" 
Roger realizes only confession will end relentless interrogation. [He WILL have the truth of me. Best to give 


before it's taken] "| can face the emotions and the actions, but dread the consequences." 
"Rejection, ridicule and exposure?" Pete succinctly sums. 


"Yes!" blurts Roger in acidic acknowledgement, adding "Your intemperance, irreverence and indiscretion might 
well ruin my reputation" [Not to mention shatter my sanity] 


"Now see HERE." Pete snaps back "I'll not have you believe for one second longer that repercussions would be 
any more damning for YOU than for ME, should the nature of our..association come out. | assure you, my 
interest in privacy and discretion is quite sincere indeed." He can't help but remind Roger "IM the one who 


kneels..who pleads..who accepts collar and sports stripes. YOUR reputation might actually elevate..among certain 


types..out MINE would suffer sorely.” 


Roger is mildly chagrined he hadn't thought of that, but.. "IM the one who KEEPS my private life fucking 
PRIVATE. How many people in your world already know?" 


"They DON'T know!" Pete shouts, temper fraying to repeat this. "And they wouldn't talk if they DID." 

"Are you sure about that?" Roger archly inquires "About all of them?" 

"Keefy's a bit of a loose cannon" Pete admits "Nobody takes him seriously, though. He publicly accuses us all 
of vile perversions on a daily basis, a few of which are true, and everybody just laughs because HE's such a 
wanton Wild Thing so obviously seeking to shock. Monkey knows his place." [Now] ".and John is the most 


closemouthed man I've ever met." 


‘lm willing to concede that your partners wouldn't deliberately derail the gravy train, but what about your 


wife?" [Katherine?] 


"Karen?" Pete laughs lightly "The ‘gravy train, as you put it, is FAR more valuable to her than it is to the 


lads. They'd still have money and fame were | to be personally disgraced..if not quite so much." 


"Things like.this.have a way of divulging during divorce proceedings." Roger declares drily "The tabloids would 
set her up for life." 


"Even if she DOES someday wish to sever our union, don't you think | have enough on HER that she'd never 
DARE try to spill sordid secrets about ME?" 


"You may." Roger allows ".but | don't. It's possible she'd seek to supplement settlement by blackmail." 


"Your paranoia knows no bounds." Pete proclaims "Are you actually asking for access to deviant dirt on my 


beloved better half just to assuage aimless anxiety?" [Il give it to him, if that's what it takes to tender trust] 
"Access to her fine, fair form would serve." Roger unabashedly deadpans. 


Pete plays along, although he's sure this must be tease or test. "Let me get this straight. You and | can carry 


on.as we were.if | arrange assignation between you and my wife?" 


"Oh, you needn't ‘arrange’ anything.” Roger smiles for the first time since arriving. "All | require from YOU is 


permission..and presence." 

"You'd want me to be there?" [This has potential..] 

"Absolutely. The whole point would be to show her this ISN'T a ‘boarding school crush’. That you and 

| together..are something serious, and should be treated as such." [He'll never agree to this, and when he 


indignantly denies I'll be able to say | offered a way he might secure my trust but that he couldn't face my 


terms] 


[Il] Pete is sold, but needs to press one final point. "It breaks my heart you want to have sex with Karen but 


not with me." 


Roger's puzzlement is genuine. "We.." he softly states, at last accepting simple syllable for all it entails 


"already are" 
"You count.last time..as sex?" 


[He doesn't? Now whose heart is hurt?] "Pete." emerges hesitantly ".I've considered this a sexual.” [Affair? 
Relationship? Better stick with.) ".experiment since we sealed it with a kiss, and have taken both pleasure and 
enlightenment from experiencing.sex with you." He has to know. "Are you so jaded or conventional that there 
must be.penetration.for YOU to ‘count it?" 


[That's the first time I've ever heard him say my name. How exquisitely he bites upon the ‘T'] "| suppose not" 
Pete permits that before stating something he won't. "If you're inclined toward.penetration.with Karen, 


however, you have to wear a condom." 


"Obviously" Roger hadn't needed to be told that, and now wonders whether Pete might balk at this. "IF she's 


inclined toward participation, YOU have to wear my collar." 


you need mine 


Author's Notes: 
Wasn't sure | was actually going to write this (hesitant regarding "het"), but it staved off looming sad death, 


which will come next 


"What lovely flowers you brought” Karen remarks, reaching across with fingertips lightly brushing Roger's 
chest before alighting upon pink petals crowning the vase resting upon the table beside him. "No artificial 
arrangement or superfluous greenery." She leans in closer, ostensibly to literally smell the roses but intent 
upon bringing her face closer to his. "Hothouse perfection breeds the scent right out, but these have a 
heavenly aroma and a very natural appearance. WhereEVER did you find them?" 


[Oh, this is going to be fun] Roger flicks laden glance down to Pete's hand resting on her knee before answering 
lady's inquiry while looking into her husband's eyes. "Hand which braved thorns to cut them was mine own, but 


garden from which they were taken was not" 


"You stole them?" Karen laughs, delighting in position seated between two men of intense focus. “Clearly you 


got away with it" 


‘Permission was granted." Roger tersely avows, keenly delving Pete's expression as he matches proprietary 
gesture to lay hand upon opposite knee, both simultaneously shifting gentle grip to slightly separate thighs 
beneath silky fabric of her skirt. 


Pete is having second thoughts. [Am | really going to let him fuck my wife? What if he's better? Well, this 
might be the only way to prove | love and trust him.might help him love and trust me] "With conditions." he 
reminds, stroking up under hem of Karen's dress to fondle tops of stockings. 


"That's right." Roger agrees, reaching with free hand into jacket pocket to withdraw uncoiling collar, looking 


away from Pete to gauge Karen's reaction. "Has he explained to you about this?" 


Karen's eyes widen and her pulse quickens as she answers. "He said it's a game you play, where whoever wears 


it may not speak. Are you going to put it on me?" 


[Is THAT what he said? Should | disabuse her of the notion it goes both ways? No..] "Of course not, Dear." 
Roger utters softly "I very much want to hear what YOU have to say, and I've no doubt HIS voice rattles in 


your ears to distraction" [Certainly does in mine..] "It goes on him, so you and | can talk uninterrupted." 


"YES!" Karen blurts, then blushes as Pete glares. [I'm gonna pay for this, but itll be worth it] "What do you 
want to talk about?" 


"Me, obviously." Pete snaps. "Fuck you, Roger, | didn't agree to this." 
"You did" Roger coolly declares, rolling collar back up, removing hand from Karen's knee and shifting as if to 
stand. "But, if you've changed your mind | suppose we can spend a cordial evening discussing Icelandic poetry or 


geopolitical trends instead of the wickedly intimate exploration we'd planned 


"Do you KNOW anything about Icelandic poetry?" Pete cannot help but ask, fuming with frustrated memory 
that he HAD, after all, agreed (albeit flippantly), and that Roger ALWAYS means what he says. 


Karen's lust simmers to observe this battle of wills, literally caught in the middle and afraid to say anything. 
"Would you rather learn THAT..2" Roger archly inquires ".or observe how | make love? Your roof, your choice." 
"Bastard." Pete whispers, well aware he wants this to happen and resigned to conditions. 

"My parents were married." quips Roger, drilling "What's your answer?" 

"Yes." Pete spits "Damn you. Go ahead, put it on, but remember our OTHER conditions." 


"Of course." is smoothly promised as Roger takes Karen's hand in his and presses the collar into it. "Here, love, 


YOU buckle it on" He smiles to proclaim "| daresay you've desired to shut him up many a time." 

"Pete." Karen hesitates, examining exotic object and imagining repercussions ".are you sure?" 

"Oh, just fucking do it" He raises chin to loftily declare. "He's right, it's what you've always wanted" 

[What mad game are they at here, and what am | within it? | do want to play, though..] Karen's fingers 
tremble as she leans in to wrap leather strip around her husband's throat, fumbling but finally enclosing 
buckle's metal tongue. 

"Beautiful." Roger sighs, relaxing back onto the couch, seeming to ignore Pete completely and turning to face 
Karen. "Now. have some questions." He taps himself twice upon the throat. "What does THIS mean? You did it 


before departing when last we met" 


Karen nervously glances at Pete before admitting "Its our signal for ‘| won't ask now but you better tell me 


soon." She turns regard back to Roger "Do you and your wife have signals?" 


"Not to the nuanced degree you two clearly do." Roger allows [Don't think she'll be my wife much longer. 
"What was it you wanted to know?" 


"What's going on between you." Karen also pretends to ignore Pete, thrilled to the core to know he's unable to 


comment. 


"And did he tell you?" Roger burns to learn how much. 


"No, not really." she confesses "Just that he wishes you would trust him more and that.." Karen dares to 


reach out and draw Roger's hand back onto her knee "sharing me might help." 


"It already is." Steely stare once more regards Pete's mute countenance before softening into Karen's limpid 
gaze "l'm so glad you're not doing that silly simper from last time. How did he coach you to flirt with me? 


That's clearly a Thing" 
"Face Dances." she murmurs, and Roger immediately understands. 


"Genius." [Explains so much.He does it with bandmates, too. Subtle signals bred from sharing. They've probably 
got secret fucking knocks..now that | KNOW, can begin to decode..} "Did he tell you how to treat me tonight?" 


[Goddammit, he's too fucking smart] Pete draws a thumb beneath his own left ear for Karen's benefit, but it's 


Roger who pounces, mimicking the gesture. 


"THAT must indicate you're not to answer, which means he DID." Roger can tell from Karen's face he's nailed 
it, and although he's furious he modulates his tone to tenderness as he gently strokes her cheek. "If YOU don't 


want this..want me..| wouldn't want it myself. If you've been coerced or bribed, I'll walk away without rancor." 


Karen recalls Pete's instruction ["This is what it's going to take to make him trust me, but don't give him any 
satisfaction. Let him have what he wants, but do the whole ‘lie back and think of England’ dead-arse so he 
won't want to do it again], but determines to defy it. "| do want you.." she boldly declares ".now that | see 
why he does." 


"Prove it" Roger simply demands, and Karen eagerly obliges, wrapping arms around him and pressing 
passionately parted lips against his to probe moist tongue between them, barely caring what her muted man 
might think. 

[Fuck him. He screws around on tour and l'm expected to accept it. Well, this was HIS fucking idea in the first 
place and he didn't expect me to like it.much as he does?] Karen feels Pete's eyes on her back but does not 


deign to turn around and meet them as she breaks the kiss to beg. "Can | ask a question now?" 


Roger looks over her shoulder to lock lascivious gaze with Pete as he replies. "You may ASK anything, but | 


might not be inclined to answer." 
"Have you two slept together?" Karen runs one palm along long, lean length of Roger's thigh. 
"We have not" He acknowledges, Pete's brilliant blue eyes blazing fiercely into his own 


[Not for lack of trying. This is not proceeding at all according to plan. How the fuck is he bossing MY wife..and 
me too.. when he can't even manage HIS OWN goddamn band?] Pete knows he could put a stop to this at any 


time by taking off the collar, but is so intrigued he allows it to continue. 

"Do you want to?" she asks, hands fastening upon zipper. 

"No." Roger pushes inquisitive fingers away and sits up abruptly, sliding his own hands up over breasts to 
briefly squeeze before shoving her backward onto Pete's lap, regard shifting from one face to another as he 


admits "| have difficulty..sleeping..in the presence of another." 


"Even your own wife?" Karen gasps as Roger shifts position to kneel between her spread legs, rucking up the 


hem of her dress to her hips as Pete enfolds arms around to pull her close against him. 


"Yes." Roger laps light licks along straps of garter belt. "| prefer to sleep alone.” Knowing Pete will appreciate 


violent gesture, he hooks fingers under lacy seam of Karen's knickers and tears them off in single sharp shred. 
"Why?" Wife speaks with husband's voice as both quiver beneath masterful touch. 


"None of your business." is decreed as Roger bends to tempting task, halting to turn up eagle eyes in 


domineering declaration. "No more words." 


Karen helplessly moans as two tongues seem to simultaneously find exactly what she needs, Pete licking one 


set of lips and Roger the other, thrashing in delirious delight. 


Once cries subside and quaking thighs fall away from his ears, Roger stands to look down at them both, holding 
out a hand to Pete, who takes it and rises, leaving Karen shuddering salaciously, looking up at them both. 


[Want her to watch..want him to taste her on me..] Roger pulls Pete tightly to him and initiates deep, delving 
kiss while reaching behind to unbuckle the collar, which he slips back into his pocket, proclaiming "I'm going to 
have a shower." He turns to saunter away, tossing back over his shoulder "Would never do to go home to my 
wife smelling like yours.” 


"I'l join you." are the first words Pete is permitted to utter, but they are rebuffed. 


"You will stay." Roger proclaims "I'm sure you two have a lot to talk about" 


in insular grief 


Author's Notes: 
Love is a bitch because so many folk feel compelled to MAKE it one. Wouldn't it be luvverly if we were all 
simple, unaffected sweetlings? No, but it WOULD be easier if we could honestly express our needs and fears. 


This chapter is a direct sequel to most recent "The Quiet One", wherein Pete makes " self-destructive noises.” 


in the wake of Keith's death. [How's THIS for ‘Companion Piece’? They're EXACTLY the same wordcount] 


"Has he passed out?" Roger squarely meets John's eyes, resisting the urge to narrow or harden his own in 


response to the overt mistrust and dislike he reads within rueful regard. 
"No. He's torturing the piano." 
[He's NOT, or I'd be able to hear from here] 


On the heels of that thought come crashing chords, savagely staggering skew showcasing their architect's 
state of mind. Chilly reception thaws not one degree, and Roger knows no way to break the ice, well aware how 
dangerously thin a welcome upon which he skates with enigmatic Entwistle. Feeling absurdly like a sketchy 
suitor scrutinized by sweethearts glowering guardian, he's on the verge of declaring his intentions entirely 


honorable when The Quiet One finally speaks. 
"Don't worry, I'm leaving." 
[Wish he wasn't. This might get too heavy for me to handle] "Please don't go on my account." 


Scoffing snidely in the face of Roger's earnest entreaty fails to conceal agony of admission. "He kicked me out 


John curtly confesses, acidly adding "Whatever he wants with you is nothing to do with me." 


Hearing the hurt and smelling the fermented fumes both rolling off the big bassist in wretched waves, Roger 
dares words of warning before uncharacteristically hesitant offer. "You shouldn't drive. | could take you home.." 
[Know his address, although haven't been invited inside. Nick goes there often, and believe Rick's visited, too] 
"or anywhere in town, and then come back." Inclining head toward dissonant discord of Pete's impaired playing, 


he tries a small, sympathetic smile. "He'll be all right for a little while." 
"NO!" 


John's harsh denial smacks of angry aversion [He truly hates me so much he won't even ride in my car?], but 
with his next words Roger sees it's not about HIM at all, impassioned insistence stemming from something far 


more dire than a stiff-necked case of ‘don't-do-me-any-favors’. 


"Do NOT leave him alone!" 

[Shit. Been making self-destructive noises, has he?] Roger flinches but stands mute and resolute as John 
abruptly thrusts out heavy hand, cold countenance softening slightly as small scrap transfers from one set of 
fierce fingers to another and number scrawled upon it is scanned. 

"l'Il be back tomorrow, but if you're gonna bail before then CALL ME FIRST, okay?" 

"Thank you.." Roger simply states, almost reverently tucking token of trust into pants pocket although digits 
have already been committed to memory ".but I'm not going anywhere. If he kicks me out, too, I'll sit on him 
‘til you get back." (Literally, if need be] 

"He might like that." John drily declares with ghost of grin 

Hint of humor bolsters Roger enough to try again. "I wish you would stay. He needs you more than me." 
"That's not how HE tells it" John sighs sadly "I can't give him what he needs right now, but he thinks you can" 
"What DOES he need?" [Could use a heads-up, here] 

“Tough Love." 

[Only takes two words to blow you away. "I'll do my best" is solemnly sworn and gravely acknowledged. 

"I believe you." Turning toward telephone, John generously shares "Not driving..calling a ride..might wait outside, 
though. Need some air, and some silence." Pointedly perceiving painfully percussive pounding, he parlays pensive 


parting. "Now get on in there, before he realizes you're here and comes out to stir shit." 


Blunt orders usually raise Roger's hackles and incite inner iconoclastic contrarian, but he can march to this 


cadence. "Yes, Sir." is smartly rapped with slightly sarcastic salute. "See you tomorrow." 


a a a ** 
[What the fuck are they DOING out there, drafting commitment papers? No, that would require collaboration, 
and they hate each other. Drawing straws? Loser has to venture into the monster's lair? He came when | 


called, but now would rather talk to Ox than me..?] 


Pete has been balefully banging badly since Roger's arrival, attempting affront of artistic sensiblities, but 


jangled, jarring jibe arouses no reprimand of racket. 
[Fine, then, let's see him ignore THS..] 


Fingers shift smoothly from deliberately crabbed claws to ripple in fine, fond flow, fast finding finesse. 


Forthright notes to maddening melody of which he's yet to learn the meaning have haunted, and he's sure 
their author will come to claim them. 


Roger had been lingering in the hallway, uncertain how to interrupt hellish noise he readily discerns is 
intentionally inept [Why is he affecting affliction’), but when his own composition effortlessly emerges, so do 


his next words. 


"Got a little black book with my poems in. Got a bag with a toothbrush and a comb in. When I'm a good dog 


they sometimes throw me a bone in." 


[Oh! HE's the dog. ANIMALS makes much more sense..and the collar, too] Pete keeps playing, turning his head 
to regard Roger in the doorway. 


Voice falters under adoring appraisal as Roger steps closer into blazingly bright sphere of influence, picking 
back up after a few unaccompanied bars. 


"lve got electric light, and I've got second sight. Got amazing powers of observation." 
[Too right. What good have they done you..or me?] 


"and that is how | know..when | try to get through on the telephone to you.." next line catches in Roger's 
throat ".there'll be Nobody Home." Lighting up a smoke, he looks at hand holding it instead of those upon the 
black and the white. "I've got nicotine stains on my fingers. Got a silver spoon on a chain. Got a grand piano to 


prop up my mortal remains." 


[Is he pulling lovely lyrics out of his arse right now just for me or did the poem come first?] Pete has never 


wanted a cigarette more in his life, but knows if he stops now Roger shall, as well, and the moment will be lost. 


‘I've got wild, staring eyes." Two pairs devour each other, aflame with sympatico synergy. "I've got a strong 


urge to fly." [Into his enticing embrace] ".but I've got nowhere to fly to." 


[He DOES understandl] Arising from piano bench, Pete plucks smoldering stick from Roger's fingers and imagines 
while inhaling that his own lips where Roger's have recently vacated might as well be a kiss. 


‘Ooh, babe." warbles, nearly wailing "When | pick up the phone.." dying down to defeated whisper "there's still 
Nobody Home." 


"But there was.." Pete sighs, sensing from forlorn finality that's the end. [But this is only the beginning for us. 
He's opening up at last] "When | felt like that, you were there.” Handing back the cigarette, he watches Roger 
finish it. "And now you're here, at the end of all things, to bid me goodbye." 


"Don't trot that tragic trip on me." Roger snaps, surprised to find himself indignant on John's behalf. "Your 


quiet one thinks you mean it" 


"How do you know | don't?" is Pete's risible rejoinder. "You never liked Keefy anyway, so you couldn't possibly 
grasp that we can't recapture the magic without him." 


Roger's reply is prompt and unsympathetic. "Sure, it won't be the same, but it'll still be brilliant because YOU 
are. Suicide's really only an option for those in incurable pain or who feel unloved. You're a misbegotten 


masochist and you fucking KNOW everybody loves you." 
"Do you?" [Now I've got him nailed to his own horrid wall] Pete steps back and watches Roger squirm. 


[Fuck me. Walked right into that one. Short answer: Yes, with an ‘if. Long answer: No, with a ‘but, yet neither 


will serve lest | learn.) "What do you need that word to mean.from me?" 
Simple." Pete proclaims "What does it mean to YOU, and do you feel it?" 


With an exasperated moan of vexation, Roger cries "It's NOT that simple! People act so fucking weird over that 
little word precisely because it means VASTLY different things to individuals. Its uttered out of passion or 
expectation and those involved just ASSUME it means the same to them both, and when they find out it 
doesn't it's too tempting to fling fault." 


Pete can dig it. "So, if | tell you what | want, can you answer whether it's possible?" 
"I believe | can manage that." is cautiously ceded, with caveat ".if you speak plainly." 


Striving to do so, Pete is aware he comes off lecturing, but knows no balder way to begin. "You've deemed 
this..your own word.an ‘experiment. Well, experiments END once initial theory is confirmed or debunked. | need 


to know what knowledge you seek, and to trust you won't disappear from my life once you've gained it" 


[Slick He has to know that's how | feel, too. Can | say..?] "| could never learn everything | want to know about 
you." Roger struggles to tell the truth without compromising his resolve "Not in a lifetime..together.but once 
you have everything from ME, you'll move on to a new challenge.’ 


"Might that anxiety be alleviated if we accept you won't ever give me ‘everything'?" [Never thought a sexless 
marriage would be possible for such a randy Boy as | am, but perhaps | could wear him down over time] 
"While it's frustrating that you have no interest in going to bed with me, | have other outlets for surging lust 
and could refrain from pawing if you let my love open the door to your heart.” 


"It has." escapes, and there's no calling it back. "I'm not an edge-of-the-bed schoolgirl frightened of the acts 
themselves but teasing to keep the attention" Roger strives to explain, maintaining eye contact although a hot 
flush creeps across his cheeks. "If it was just the sex you needed, | could take you to bed right now.’ 


"Right now?" Pete is floored and flabbergasted, alight with impending opportunity, having thought Roger's 
resistance had more to do with issues of physical intimacy and enthralled to hear otherwise. [Never, EVER 


been so happy to be wrong|] 

"ls there an echo in here?" [Damn him, now | can't back down] 

Ignoring implicature, Pete asks only "What's stopping you, then?" 

[In for a penny, in for a pound, | guess] "I have no idea where your bed IS." Blood rushes in Roger's ears, the 
sound of his wall crumbling around them, leaving a door just the right size and shape for Pete's passionate 
presence. "You'll have to take ME to it." 


[Il] "And once we get there?" Pete implacably importunes, still somewhat disbelieving. 


"| don't know." These words are more difficult, and far more important, for Roger to openly utter than ‘love' 


alone could ever be. "but | trust you.” 


find the finds 


Author's Notes: 
Makes sense without having read "Take This, Rock And Roll Refugee!" and also "Reign O'er Me", but those two 


tales tie VERY tightly into this scene. Knew Big Brains would eventually have to discuss mental orgasm and 
outright ADMIT the SM stuff was just a game, so important ‘relationship discussion’ worked in nicely here. 


"You are forgiven" 


Pete stands behind the projector, Keith's final line stirring as strongly on the screen as does rapt attention of 
the man seated before it. Roger has displayed neither shock nor disgust, now turning to regard him with keen 
gleam of curiousity over the back of the couch while Pete's onscreen image shuts off recording at 


simultaneous second he himself halts prurient playback. [He liked it! How much, though, and why..?] 


[He wants feedback.maybe more?] "You never cease to amaze me." Roger fondly flatters "That was genius. 
When you said you were missing him, and wanted to share a short film where he was especially cute, | 


expected it would be carnal capering in lacy lingere." 


"Keefy WAS known to do so." Pete's grin becomes a sigh "Sadly, | never took any commemmorative footage. 


Perhaps John did, but | haven't the heart to ask him..anytime soon 
"Wouldn't have minded watching that." Roger confesses ".but wouldn't have been moved by it" 


"You're the original Immovable Object." Pete teases, striding to hover above Roger's repose, leaning downward in 


intense inquiry "What..specifically.swayed you?" 


"You did" is forthrightly declared "You always do, but THIS." [Wish he would kiss me, but he won't unless | 
either request it or finish the thought] ".showcases your deviant dominance delightfully. Monkey sits still 
Maniac is brought to heel and Quiet One suffers indignity..all on your say-so. They worship you..love you. | 


could never inspire such devotion" 

Pete imagines aloud "Daresay you'd like to put pretty Pig in similar position” 

"Yes." Roger accepts before rejecting "Impossible, though. They don't love me." 

[| do] "They do want to please you." Pete deviously digs "Pig more than he'll admit" 

"He admitted it once." [Fuck me, WHY did | just tell? Now he'll get the whole sordid story..including that | was 


thinking about HIM.during. Best do this on MY terms. Suppose | DID want to share, although not today] "Since 


you offered illicit evidence, | shall reciprocate." Reaching up to interlace long fingers behind Pete's head, Roger 


pulls their faces closer together. "Next time I'll show you mine.." [Veiled promise ought to distract. Let him 


make of it what he will] "but right now | want more of yours." 


(ui 


KEEK 
"Debt's paid. Game's over. Be Free. Knew you couldn't amuse me for very long.” 


Questions burn behind his lips much in the same manner as erection strains against his zipper after audacious 
audio abrubtly cuts off. Pete fantasizes Roger might enjoy exhibition of both, and it's all he can do to remain 
silent and still. [Let HM speak first. He's dying to know what | think. Will he ask?] 


[No comment? That CAN'T be. Was | too cruel? Is he appalled that it was recorded surreptitiously? He'd be a 
bloody hypocrite to condemn trickery. Likely he's just screwing with me. Well, if he wants details, he can jolly 
well SAY so] Roger doesn't have to wait long before Pete's grave visage cracks into mirthful smirk. 


"Your twisted little family's just FULL of surprises. Seems the meek shall inherit the girth. You never told me 
THAT was going on" 


‘| still haven't." emerges cautiously. "Blackmail won't work if it's not a secret" 

"Of course not" [lll never beat him at a waiting game.always care more than he does.hmmm..] "David didn't 
recognize those threats were intrinsically idle." is insinuatingly taunted "Now that | know you'll employ empty 
extortion, shan't so readily flinch from future foreboding." 

[‘idle'? ‘empty’? No.He's just trying for a rise] "Hollow horrors only scare shallow souls. You've nailed that | 
would never expose them, but WRONG to assume I'd fail to follow through threats to YOU." Roger archly 
avows "Just try me." 

"Sounds like | am. You're getting defensive at mere MENTION of defiance." [May have overstepped.time to 
gentle him back down..wonder if | can get him up] "He IS awfully oblivious to remain unaware Keefy's no longer 


with us." Pete muses mildly "Although I'm sure Mister Moon would have LOVED to make Miss Piggy squeal." 


Roger relishes arousing images conjured while acknowledging "At the time of this recording, nuclear option was 


still deployable, but, yeah, he's pretty stupid” 


"Have yet to ascertain for myself whether he's stupid, but he's undeniably pretty." Pete leers "Wish there was 


video." 
"I know you do, greedy Boy. Tough luck." (If you want dirty details, you'll have to ASK for them] 


Pete drawls, dallying decadent description "So, sweet supplication and open offer with bated breath earned only 


scornful depature. | admire your restraint. You don't want to imagine what | would've done in such a position of 


power." 


"Too right, | don't." [Damn his dirty mind manipulating mine. Now | am.] "No restraint was involved, for there 


wasn't any temptation | wouldn't touch him, even freshly-washed as | enforced." 


"You accomplished all of..that..without ANY contact whatsoever?" Pete believes Roger's resolute denial, but 


scoffs as if he didn't. 


[FINALLY a question! Sounds almost jealous..or envious. Yessss] "Manhandled the corset AROUND him, but 


there was no skin-to-skin Not even for a second" 


"How close were you standing when he said." Pete moves into Roger's reach, loading both gaze and voice with 


desire ".'you can have anything you want?" 


[If that were an offer and not a quote, what would | take right now?] "Closer." Roger follows word with action, 


pressing his body against Pete's at both chest and hip, leaning in with quiet exhalation. "Like this." 
"Was his dick hard?" is Pete's crude query. 

"Yes." Roger tersely shares. 

"What about yours?" 

Sharp spike of irritation punctures passion "Why does that matter?" 


Pete steps backward with wickedly triumphant grin. "So it WAS, or you would've just said 'No'" [He might strike 


me for this.perchance I'm cruisin’ for a brusin'] "You DID want him, then. Part of you liked it, anyway." 


Far from fury or embarrassment expected, Roger turns away with slow, sorrowful shake of his head. "| 


thought you were smarter than that. | honestly believed you understood.” 


[What the FUCK? Are those tears? How have | hurt him? Meant only to prick, but somehow stupidly slashed] 
"What don't | understand?" 


"ME!" Roger snaps, blinking back looming overspill from eyes but unable to contain bitter outrush from mind 
and heart "Yes, | liked it, okay! Having that contrary, argumentative, prideful Pig under my command was very 
exciting, but | MEANT it when | said | dont WANT him! Obtaining his submission, then pushing him away, was 
FAR more thrilling than ANYthing such a dumb ass could attempt, and NO part of me even BRIEFLY entertained 


inclination toward intimacy.” 


Pete now worries that he might be the one to cry, voice quavering in dejected declaration "Apparently, you 


don't want ME, either. | burn for you, dream of you and would give you anything you want, but | can't manage 


to get you off. You've never even let me TRY" 
"How can you say that?" Roger's tone is subdued and a trifle confused "You get me off WITHOUT trying." 
"If THAT were true, | would KNOW" Pete insists with a sniff. 


"I thought you did" Roger's reply is barely above a whisper. The empty space between them seems a yawning 
chasm of misunderstanding, but febrile, fragile words are articulated across in hopes of establishing connection 
he'd erroneously assumed they already shared. "Just being near you..speaking to you..watching you..even 
THINKING of you sparks like chain lightning and incites incredible pleasure. Touching you.kissing you..feeling your 
heat." he can no longer bear their separation, and bridges the gap to take Pete firmly in his arms, still striving 
to make sense although uncertain of success ".loving you swells like a phenomenal power chord that threatens 
to shake me apart each time..every time we're together. A man like you..a mind like yours..its not POSSIBLE 
you don't grok that ecstasy..orgasm.happens in the BRAIN." 


Pete melts into Roger's embrace, murmmuring against thrumming throat "Sure, | know we can get off without 
going off, but it's not the same..is it?" 


"No." Roger agrees, adding "It's BETTER. | don't NEED the mindless friction with you." [There WILL come a day 
when | want him to try, although ashamed to admit I'm actually terrified of explosive potential.he might short 


me out like a cheap fuse] 


"You don't think me ‘mindless’ because | like.maybe even NEED it, do you?" Pete looks up to meet feirce 


fondness sincerely shining into eager eyes and blazing into brilliant brain 


"Never" is solemnly sworn "I've no wish to frustrate you. My weird reservations are in no way indicative of 
ANY shortcoming on your part, or lack of desire on mine." Roger had thought they both knew this, too, but 
now is compelled to clear up another potential disconnect. "I've been aware since we undertook to play that the 
power exchange trip was only a game, and that | never truly dominated you for a single heartbeat. What | 
don't know is whether you actually enjoy playing the submissive role or if you've just been enduring it to keep 


me interested." 


Pete's playfulness resurges "Oh, | DID want to explore sadomasochism from the bottom..and could see you 
ONLY get into it from the top..but | like being equals MUCH better, and its a relief to learn you don't need to 
control EVERYthing." Bold words spur brave gesture as he takes Roger's hand in his to press it upon stalwart 
stiffness. "Care to come to bed with me and listen to the tape again? I'll ask all the nosy questions you 
wanted..and maybe some you don't.but you can stay dressed and | won't grope you. I'm desperate to hear all 


about how ‘Porcine Queen’ was clad, and | KNOW you want to talk." 


Roger kisses lascivious lover's lips while encouragingly fondling eager engorgement before backing off to gasp 


"There's nobody with whom I'd rather engage in intellectual intercourse. What's your first question?" 


"What colour were the panties? Black, | bet" 


"You know me so well." 


judge the judge 


Author's Notes: 

LyricslyricsLYRICS..that's kinda what | do, and have doubled down in this scene. Gorgeous Townshend solo album 
ALL THE BEST COWBOYS HAVE CHINESE EYES spun on repeat while composing, and Pete character's prettiest 
lines come from track "Stop Hurting People". Also heavily quoted is "Dogs", on Pink Floyd's ANIMALS. 


"This better be good." Pete proclaims, picking up private line, adding "I'm in The Cube." 


"l'm in the wind" drifts dolorously down the line "Thought you should hear straight from stray dog's snout 
before nasty news gets splashed across the rags." 


[Il] "Irreconcilable this time?" 

"There was blood" 

"Yours?" 

"No." Single word conveys volumes. 

[Nobody's really hurt, but ties have been violently severed] "Need an alibi?" 

Roger grudgingly admits "Need an ally." (He'd LIE for me? Of course..duplicity is among his diverse diversions] 


"You have one." is ardently declared [He feels safe here, although I'd love to go to him] "l'm alone, but would 


rather be with you." 
"m on my way." 
KEE 


Watching the cab drop off pensive passenger, Pete moves to open front door as Roger approaches, noting 


normally inscrutable features radiating astonishingly apparent agony. 
"Have | interrupted your work?" 
"You're more important." 


Stern statement strikes strangely concupiscent chord, but skepticism stirs scoff "That can't be true." 


"Right now it is." Meeting tortured gaze unwaveringly, Pete knows Roger will see for himself. 
"Thanks." Simple gratitude precedes undiluted utterance. 'I love you." 


"Likewise" Pete avows, meeting no resistance as he pulls conflicted composer tightly to him, murmuring "Has 


the hard rain finally fallen?" 


"And how. | cant go back. They don't want ME, but they'll be happy enough to keep running on the tracks I've 
laid." 


" ‘Pink Floyd’ is open to too much interpretation, is it?" 
"YES!" Roger mourns against Pete's chest "I'm screwed." 


[Perhaps..] "What makes you say so?" 


"You might not understand." [Framing it thusly might make him try harder] "Nothing like this could EVER 
happen to you." 


| understand many things that haven't happened to me, and still don't grok a few that HAVE." [Seeking 
sympathetic solace, but pride might make him reject it. Better try flattery, first] "I'm amazed every day to 


have somehow earned your trust and your love." 


"THEY never wanted it" Raising heavy head to regard brilliant beloved's blazing blues, Roger's eyes remain dry 
but his voice chokes wetly. "I tried to love them, in my own weird way, but they never loved me back YOUR 
band truly is a family, and they ACCEPT you as its head. | could never have that" he sighs "Not ever. No 
matter who | might play with, now or for the rest of my life, I'll always be the mean one..the ugly one..the odd 


man out." 
"They call me a monster to my FACE" Pete serenely shares "You command too much fear for that.” 


"WHY?" erupts in hurt howl before mortified modulation "| want respect and, okay, obedience, but that's just 
because l'm doing all the WORK. | WISH they would contribute more, but Nick's too easygoing, Rick's a total 
pussy and Dave.." he trails off the deep end, unsure how to describe Mexican standoff of contrarian defiance, 


finally settling for "Dave just doesn't like me, and we can't compose together." 

"You don't like him, either, and you knew this was coming. Surely you've made plans." 

Roger's hands slide from Pete's waist, raising to rake through his own tangled hair as he steps backward, 
bemoaning "Oh, making plans is ALL | do anymore. Yeah, I've got fucking PLANS, but what goddamn GOOD are 


they when nobody wants to work with me?" 


[Hard to tell this man what to do, but he's ASKING..] "Maybe you're selling yourself short. What you have to 


say..and the way you say it.seems far more suited to solo work" 


| can't play drums and | can't bend string, and | NEED those sounds." Roger frets "Can WRITE them, but 
dumbly disinclined digits don't go that way." 


"That's what studio musicians are for. All the talent, none of the ego." 

Roger sneers "Whores." 

"Okay, then, if you're gonna be a fucking puritan about it, you could invite your friends in to play.” 
"YOU won't bend string, either. 


"AYE wasn't offering." Pete mimics curled lip and raises insinuating eyebrow "Happen to KNOW you keep 
convivial company with a stringsmith who DOES make it weep and wail." 


[Fuck, he knows Eric, too. How well, | wonder] "You two have talked about me?" 


"Not in detail." Pete drawls, eyeing Roger's reaction [Hmm, their admiration's purely platonic..so far] "but he 
HAS expressed interest in working with you, and l'm sure he would've said so to YOU first 


"He did" Roger acknowledges, perceiving jealousy "Sure, friends help each other out, but that runs into danger 


of circle-jerk territory.” 
"Ever played a literal circle-jerk?" Pete playfully inquires. 
"Ugh, NO." is denied with an eye-roll "Have you?" 


"Not exactly, but | HAVE been to summer camp, so suppose | did a time or two beat off after lights-out in a 
roomful of boys who might've been doing the same." 


Finding illicit image unexpectedly arousing, Roger shakes his head and declares "On THAT note, | could go for a 
stiff one." [F he dirty-jokes me, l'll admit..] 


"What were you drinking earlier?" [Phoned from a tavern, then took a taxi, so had more than a few, but 
doesn't seem at all affected] Pete moves toward the bar only to be arrested by Roger's firm grasp on his 
bicep, spinning him back around to breathe heavily into his face. 


"Can't you smell?" 


[He's smoked since last drink.all I'm getting is tang of ethanol overlain with tobacco] Turning up parted lips, 
Pete implores "I'd rather taste." 


Roger's reply reciprocates wordlessly, wrapping warm form into emboldened embrace as touch of tongue slips 
slickly along limber length of his own in intimately investigative probe. [If he guesses right, shall reward him, 
but might beat him if he's wrong..if he lets me. Never actually said whether he enjoys it, merely admitted ‘| 


did want to explore. Will we ever revisit that game now that it's been exposed as a put-on?] 


[Must tread very carefully. Otherworldly olfactory observation often detects intent and unearths ideation..yet 
isn't infallible. He'll frost up at slightest sniff of potential pity, and my most educated guess could come off a 
clueless stab in the dark. He's weakened and vulnerable, but would never suffer being treated as such] Deftly 
disengaging from Roger's mouth but remaining in his arms, Pete gravely pronounces "I can't tell what you've 
had, and would very much like to learn what you want" Passionate press proves "Certainly, a stiff one is on 


offer, but I'm gambling that you'd rather have a drink first" 


"Maybe two." Releasing his hold, Roger yearns to similarly let go of restricting inhibition. "If I'm to say what | 
Really Want." 


This time Pete's progress toward potent potables proceeds unimpeded. "What's your pleasure?" 


"l'm looking at it" utters unbidden, and Roger is grateful for split second to shift thirsty regard from elegant 
economy of motion to wicker-wrapped wine bottle before Pete's curious backward glance. "The Chianti. Stronger 
than my usual, but not quite..burning.” 


[Ill Why, | do believe that was pronounced while eyeing my arse. Nice save, though] Pete can play this game. 
"Not at all sweet, although nonetheless heady?" he asks archly, carrying on while cleverly manipulating both 


literal and figurative corkscrew. "Bit bitter, but seductively addictive after first few fortifying forays?" 
"In vino veritas." Roger whispers, watching Pete pour. 
Ill share my wine if you'll share your truth. As much as you can handle." 


Gratefully grasping goblet, Roger proceeds to drain draught dry in three long swallows, gesture requesting 
refill while taking refuge in words perfected and purveyed for public perusal long ago. "I gotta admit that I'm a 
little bit confused. Sometimes it seems to me as if I'm just being used. Gotta stay awake, gotta try and shake 
off this creeping malaise." Small sip of second serving precedes completion of lonely lyric "If | don't stand my 


own ground, how can | find my way out of this maze?" 

Pete has painstakingly perused Roger's rueful references since grasping soulful significance, and now quotes 
following verse as astonishingly appropriate rejoinder. "Deaf, dumb and blind, you just keep on pretending that 
everyone's expendable and no one has a real friend? It seems to you the thing to do would be to isolate the 
winner? Everything's done under the sun, and you believe at heart everyone's a killer?" 


[Ill He DOES understand, and has committed MY words to memory! Except. "Those aren't questions." 


[Oh, inclined to quibble? Fine, then] ‘Obviously they're accusations, but | was offering benefit of doubt as to 


whether they're directed in or out.” 
"Spare me your devious diplomacy." Roger snaps "Are you saying | was stupid to leave?" 


[Uh-oh, hackles..steady on.] "No, I'm saying you were stupid to STAY as long as you did, feeling like a stranger 


at home." 

"The music was more important than my feelings.” 

"The music IS your feelings, though." 

"Yes, but they don't care." 

"Who do you wish cared more, your band or your fans?" 


"| haven't GOT any fans." [Or a band, either, for that matter] "Dippy twats buying the records actually believe 
there's a bloke named Floyd behind the curtain, and shriekers in the front row aren't looking at ME." 


Pete can't help but chuckle "Most who queue up for us actually believe Monkey is our lyricist" 

"BullshiT!" Roger is horrified at the very idea 

"You, of all people, ought to be well-acquainted with the glaring fact that rock-n-roll is a bullshit business.’ 
"YOU, of all people, ought to see there's more..we're more..than beats and shouting." 

[Won't get a tidier intro than that] "How broadly encompassing is this ‘we'?" Pete wants to know. "Are you 
talking about ALL performance artists, just those in our shared field, or about you and me." he slides hand not 
holding half-full bottle down long length of leather sleeve to entwine fingers within Roger's hand not holding 


once-more empty glass "personally?" 


| do want to talk aboutus." Roger gravely intones "But I'm not sure how to say what | came to tell you. Can 


we sit down?" 


"Of course." Pete forces insouciant smile as his heart drops into his shoes. "Is this the point where you 
solemnly swear you've cherished our enriching, enlightening escapades but that you must be moving on?" he 
sighs, affecting weary resignation "I'm a part of your old life, now, | suppose, and where you're going | can't 
follow?" 


"No!" [How the FUCK could he know | just said those very words to Nick?] "I don't WANT you to follow." 


"Well, at least you're not trying to let me down gently." Conjuring piteous display, Pete calls forth swim, brim, 
then overspill. "| expected eventual endgame was looming large. Things were starting to get too real." 


[Crying on cue. Cute trick, but.) "Knock off the crocodile tears." Roger commands, holding up goblet for 
replenishment with one hand while keeping clasp of Pete's in the other. "You're not making this easy." 


‘Isn't that why you love me?" Pete can't help but ask, blinking away lachrymose affectation as he refills 
Roger's glass. [Mymy, he's imbibing faster than I've ever seen, but he's nonetheless nobody's fool] "Even if 


you ARE cutting me off.” 


"Im NOT!" Roger vehemently denies, drinking deeply before burning blush "The opposite, in fact." [Why can't | 
just SAY..?] 


Pete proffers with bottleneck and delves with double entendre. "You want more?" 


"Yes." Thankful that Pete said it for him, Roger accepts both top-off and set-up. "I haven't been fair to you, 
or completely honest, and we can't go on this way." he squeezes Pete's fingers, absorbing another bracing belt 
of old red ".but | do want us to go on.together." 


"| can't conceive you've told me any outright lies.." [He knows I've lied to HIM, yet likely hasn't treed the total 
truth] "but, if you're inclined to clear up omissions or evasions, l'm all ears." Pete pulls them by held hands 
toward padded chaise, sitting down first to tug Roger into similar position beside. "| don't feel unfairly played. 
You stated upfront what you would..and wouldn't.get into, and you've treated me with respect and 


restraint.maybe even when | didn't deserve it” 

"Too much restraint.not enough respect." Recriminations erupt in cathartic confession of failings "I've been 
petty, drawing lines that don't matter just to assert dominance. I've been cowardly, running away when | should 
have reached out. I've fished for flattery, but been so stingy about admitting admiration that it might not be 
evident how very much | care." 

[He's not just talking about me, here, but best not bring that up] "You HAVE made me work for every single 
inch of inroad" Pete plonks Chianti down onto telephone table, freeing fingers to pluck glass from Roger's and 


steal a sip before giving goblet back. "I relish cleverly charming challenge, though." 


"I know you do." Mortar finally crumbling, but not quite as much as he hopes, Roger drains dregs yet again 
before continuing "That's partly why I've played hard-to-get..but it was wrong to make you chase me." 


"Had to be sure | could keep up?" 


"I believe it WAS that." Roger admits "initially, but then it started seeming competitive.like we were trying to 


learn who'd crack and beg under escalating excitement." 
[II] "YOU were ever even ONCE close to begging?" 


"More than once. I'm begging now, can we please nullify constricting restrictions?" 


"Meaning WHAT, exactly?" Pulse pounding, Pete presses "Is there something..specific..you now desire which you 


at first forbade?" 


"When | said | don't want you to follow, meant maybe l'm ready to let you lead. Not EVERYwhere.." is softly 
yet firmly stipulated "for reservations remain, but | know you've been catering to MY wishes, possibly at the 


expense of your own" Roger leans in for gentle brush of lips, quietly inquiring "What do you want from me?" 


Smartly starting small, Pete professes "I want you to close your eyes, and KEEP them closed for an entire 
kiss. No peeking.” 


"Just a kiss, okay? Can't promise | won't need to look if you try..anything more." [Might not stop him, but 


would have to watch..whatever develops] 


"No more." Pete vows, disentangling sweaty handclasp to display both palms "but no less, either." He searches 
Roger's eyes while anticipating their closure, warning "It's going to be a LONG kiss, and a deep one. I'll keep paws 
to myself, but feel free to touch ME any way you wish." Facilitating fulfillment, he takes empty glass from 
unresisting grasp and sets it beside bottle, asking "Acceptable?" 


"Yes." [He WOULD ask for that. Stripping of vital sense may well heighten others..especially that of trust. Can't 
cheat, better bet HE will be watching] 


Observing genius gleam shuttered, Pete thrills at unexpected yield as he touches teasing tongue to awaiting lips 
and feels them spread apart, inviting intimate exploration. He gives in to overwhelming urge, thrusting himself 


suddenly into the hot cavern of Roger's mouth and flexing lingual muscles in fervent flicker. 


[Il] Roger had intended to remain silent, but guttural growl shatters stoicism as Pete's passion takes him by 
such surprise that arms arise seemingly of their own accord to fondly enfold firm form. [He's trying to show 
me how he fucks..not ready for that, but if | ever AM, itll be with him. I'd balk if he insisted, but could | 


refuse if he were to plead?] 


Exerting conscious effort to curtail reciprocal reach as shocking vibration thrums across his tongue, Pete 
decides he needs to literally sit on his hands, tucking fingers beneath thighs while deliberately deepening their 
kiss. [He's struggling to keep his eyes shut] Exceptionally aroused that he can watch while Roger remains 
willingly blind, he flicks greedy gaze downward, discerning distinct erection in faded black jeans. [Says that 
doesn't mean anything, but must mean SOMETHING here and now..doesn't it?] 


[He's looking at my cock.probably. KNOW he wants to handle it, and by now he's aware | want him to..that | 
only stopped him on other occasions out of prudish pride and foolish fear. If he starts teasing, suppose | 
deserve it] Tongue withdraws, but eager lips hover heatedly. 


Pete has never said these words directly to Roger's face, but does so now that critical eyes are closed. "I love 


you." 


"Yesss.." Roger hisses "I was a fool to ever doubt." He slides hands along stalwart spine, admiring bold backbone 


" how perfect we can be. May | open my eyes now?" 
"Only if you tell me what you see when you do’ 

Roger has never said these words directly to Pete's face, but blurts beholding it anew "You're so beautiful” 
"My ‘beauty’ needs an understanding, and a knowledge of what | am" 

"| see that now, and accept how magnificently matched we are’ 


"Without your match, there is no flame." Pete proclaims, prying "Tell me, friend, why do you stand aloof from 


your own heart?" 
"You know why." Roger is able to acknowledge "Anyway, the reason no longer exists.” 


Pete can hardly believe his ears, and pushes his luck. "No more refusal for refusal's sake, then? No more 
fearful denial?" 


"That's right." [What will this mean to him?] "No more arbitrary lines or face dances on shifting sands of 
suspicion. I'll only say ‘no' if | truly don't desire.whatever you ask. But you DO have to ask first." Roger smiles, 
cautiously enticing "The nicer, the better." 


‘I've longed to see you naked" is Pete's ready request "May | take your clothes off? Pretty please?" 


"No." Roger stands up abruptly, amused at Pete's crestfallen expression "but | will, if thats what you Really 
Want." Bending to unlace his boots, he adds "Not in a common area, though. Bedroom or bathroom?" 


"Which would you prefer?" [He's finally about to put his body where his brain isl] 


"That tub in your private lavatory is fucking huge" Roger remarks, lip quirking to quip, quoting himself 
[Composed next giddy line in character of clueless groupie, never dreaming I'd utter it while feeling like one. 
THS man is arguably the biggest deal in entire realm of rock-n-roll.more respected and revered than Dirty 
Dave's dumb ass could ever be, with OR without me handling the heavy lifting, so good riddance to bad 
rubbish. Perhaps | don't belong in a band, but l'm obviously not unwanted. Unfit for family dog, but not quite a 
stray] "Wanna take a bath?" 


place the place 


Author's Notes: 

Finally got around to the damn bathhouse scene I'd seen as "place the place" since deciding to use those "Face 
The Face" lyrics for chapter titles. This particular imaginary London day-spa will feature in future stories, but 
it took me a while to wrangle Big Dogs into position inclined to *ahem* go there. 


"Where the fuck are we?" Roger asks anxiously as Pete pulls him by the hand from Bentley's backseat 
"Whitechapel" Turning to address driver, Pete dismisses "Tharks. I'll call when we're ready" 

"| know THAT, but where are we GOING?" [Don't much care for lowdown look of this neighborhood] 
"Where YOU wanted to go" is cryptically quipped. "Scene of the crime. Come on’ 


Rapidly darting perception kicking into high alert, Roger watches their ride roll away as he scans seedy 
surroundings. "Who did you in a dirty alley?" 


"Nobody." Pete snickers [But you could, if you really wanted] Striding down narrow passageway, he halts as 
Roger balks. Squeezing long, strong fingers entwined with his own, Pete urges "Don't you trust me?" 


[Yes, but.] "That's a dead end." 
"Door's in the middle." 


"Door to WHERE?" Roger permits Pete to drag him along, stopping in front of rusted steel slab and watching as 
beloved companion fiddles about with keyring. 


"Paradise" Pete puckishly proclaims, unlocking the door and releasing Roger's hand before stepping inside as if 


he owns the place. 


Clearly he doesn't, for a well-dressed six-foot-eight security guard swiftly stands from stool as pair of 
composers enter, broadly barring with folded arms and parade-rest stance. 


"Number?" 
"Really, Patrick? You know me." Pete strikes dramatic pose "Who could mistake this face?" 


[Knows my face, too, although I've never seen his. Such is the price of fame] Without wavering wary eyes 


from those of burly gatekeeper, Roger ribs "Yeah, what's your NUMBER, jolly jerkoff joiner?" 


"Nineteen" is placidly proffered "Plus one." 


Security sentry silently stands aside, permitting pair's passage across narrow foyer. Watching Pete use the 


same key to access second entry, Roger surmises aloud "Are members’ keys identical, then?" 


Pete pompously puffs up, looking down long nose in parody of snooty superiority to dismissively declaim "I 


suppose so..at the highest level. The hoi polloi must make reservations." 


['ve got reservations, all right. What kind of .literally.fucking place is this?] Airlock-style admittance area 
appeared appalling, but stepping inside sparkling sanctum sweetly assails several senses at once. Beethoven's 
"Moonlight Sonata" wafts from intermittent overhead speakers through ambient amber illumination, instilling 


initial impression of elegantly understated opulence in Roger's investigative inhalation. 


[Chlorine..several sorts of perfume.soap.. I've let him inveigle me into a gay bath-house. Well, at least it's a 


clean one]"How often do you come here?" 
"Are you asking as to the frequency of my attendance?" Pete leers "Or the volume of my..expenditure?" 


"Both..neither.." [Remember why we took this mad jaunt in the first place, dammit] "I'm asking who you came 
here WITH." Mimicking suggestive expression, Roger presses "..the first time." 


"Kit" (Let him bark up the wrong tree a minute] 


"I knew it!" Roger hisses triumphantly, watching Pete collect a golden three-sided placard from reception clerk 
who greets them with cordial countenance but who neither smiles nor speaks during transfer, although alert 
attention reveals rapid recognition of both famous faces. [Staff seems smartly subtle..so far] "What's that?" 
he sneers, studying triangular token embossed with numeral 19. "Your fuckin’ name tag or your ‘Open For 
Business’ sign?" 


Pete deliberately echoes "Both..neither..", airily handing over object at issue before breezing blithely ahead, 


leaving Roger to amble along behind 
Its got a hole, not a prong, but its an awfully tiny one. Not sure WHAT you're meant to hang it on" 


Disdaining to dignify dirty dig, Pete leads them around a tight turn that branches abruptly into surprisingly 
expansive corridor, lined on either side by pecan-pareled portals. Fourth door on the left is the room he likes 
to consider ‘his', and he's pleased to note an empty hook, which he indicates with authoritative forefinger. 
Roger gets the point, slipping shiny sign into place while Pete slides key in lock, penetrative connotations 
escaping neither man's mind. 


Permitting Pete's pull, delving darkened chamber, hypervigilance forbids attempt to shut the door. "No." Roger 
brusquely barks, balking "Lights first" 


"Big baby." Teasing taunt accompanies torrid touch, Pete pressing passionately against Roger's chest, 
importuning illicit intent. "Don't be scared of the dark. You're safe with me." 


[| know that. What | don't know is where the hell we are] Roger recoils, ripping rejecting retort. "| am NOT 
playing, Pete." [in a room | can't see] "Turn on the light" 


"You're no fun" Heaving a mock-aggrieved sigh, Pete moves to obey, simultaneously dialing up doorside dimmer 
and flipping the latch to seal them inside together. [So seldom says my name, must mean business..before 


pleasure?] "I bet you never liked playing Seven Minutes In Heaven, either." he snidely snickers. 


"As a matter of fact, | didn't." Roger loftily acknowledges, adding "Blind, blundering grope games are for clueless 


chumps. | prefer to watch." 
[| know that. What | don't know is what you hope to see] "Watch this..." 


Roger gladly obliges, greedily observing as Pete shrugs off jacket then proceeds to unbutton his shirt, slowly 
stripping to the waist beneath appraising gaze. "Nineteen?" is salaciously speculated "Is that how old you were 


when your manager..managed to..manage you..in this very room?" 


"Age is approximately accurate." Pete concedes ".but you've got the wrong man" He grins wickedly at Roger's 


obvious confusion, shamelessly sharing "Kit brought me here, but he didn't TAKE me here." 

"Who DID?" Roger demands, rapaciously reminding "You swore to tell the tale if | agreed to see the scene." 
"Oh, this isn't the place. | never saw inside one of these key suites until years later." 

"Then what, pray tell, are we doing here now?" 


Pete sits down on long, padded bench and bends to unlace battered Doc Martens, turning up impish twinkle. 
"Wardrobe. Look lively, Lover, what're you waiting for? I've got a big head.start:" 


"That sounds like a personal problem." Roger drily deadpans, standing steadfast. "Get naked if you want, but 
why should |?" 


"Because the aberrant act..the particular perversion..you're so hot to hear about occurred in small sauna.” 


explains Pete "and | shan't spill sordid story without seeing you sweat." 


Pensive paces perambulate Roger to investigate hinged mirror at room's rear wall, which he opens to disclose 
pocket lavatory nook, noting two could share snug shower stall.if they didn't mind close quarters. "There 
better BE a fucking story." he grumbles grudgingly, gripping towel-rack to steady himself, shifting balance to 
tug off first one boot and then the other. "If this is some screwy scheme to be seen together in a den of 
iniquity, | won't be fooled again" 


"You're ridiculously suspicious." Pete scoffs, standing to shuck trousers and shorts in single smooth motion. 


"Sure, some debauchery goes down, but | promise it's a reputable and respectable establishment." 


"Unlikely." is Roger's risible rejoinder, bequiled by bare body before eager eyes encourage enfolding embrace 


"if they'll have a boozy blackguard like YOU as a member." 


"You're a masterful man of discerning distinction." Pete unctuously utters, undulating under unmatchable 


ministration "and YOU seem to enjoy my..membership." 


"You're a beastly Boy of devious distraction." Roger softly scolds, allowing deft digits to unbuckle his belt "and 


you owe me dirty details, not wanton wiles." 
"Can't it be both?" 


"No. Not at the same time." [Filthy facts, first. If lm sufficiently stimulated cerebrally, could consent to carnal 
consummation] "You've been weaseling away from my hard.. line of inquiry for YEARS, and l'm finally going to 


nail you.. to the wall” 
[Il] "There's nobody better suited to..or more desired for.such a position" 
flattery will get you everywhere." 


"Not with you, it won't" Pete knows better by now. "You're made of sterner stuff. Look." he sighs, abandoning 
banter to speak sincerely "I know certain aspects of our." [Believe we're past ‘experiment’, but he might spook 


at ‘relationship'] ".association have been uncomfortable for you, but I've pushed you, nonetheless." 


Roger neither confirms nor denies this while undressing. Waiting to learn what comes next, he folds each 
article removed to craft a tidy tower in sharp contrast to Pete's cast-off strew. Once both men stand 


entirely unclad, sentiment shows more nakedly than skin. 


| want action, and you've demonstrated deeper devotion than | dared dream. You want words, and I've selfishly 
held out on you. l'm unsure exactly WHY you're seeking such sensitive secrets, but I've no real reason for 
denying your desire other than that itll be awkward to talk about." Maintaining steady regard, Pete proclaims "| 
love you, so I'll tell you the truth." 


[Il] "What were you wearing in the sauna before..your first time?" 


"Just a towel" Pete reaches for thick, white wrap from fluffy, folded stack and tucks it around his hips. He 


rustles translucent dry-cleaning bag in Roger's direction, offering "He had on one of these." 


"And nothing else?" There's a vaguely Grecian quality to the robe's cut, although Roger deduces the cotton to 
be Egyptian while slipping sash sensually through fondling fingers, delighted to discover garment's got pockets. 


“That's right." 


"Are the pools and steam rooms clothing-optional?" Roger flicks Zippo's lid open then closed in quick double- 
click, pocketing it along with cigarettes. "And may we smoke?" 


"Yes to both." Pete agrees, admitting "I could use one right now." 


Prodding with more than words, Roger nudges "Place the place first. Then we'll smoke the smokes and know the 
known." 


"You're a tough taskmaster." 
"| love you, too." 
Pete steals a brief buss before breathlessly boasting "That'll keep me going through the show." 


"Good. C'mon, its time to go." Opening the door outward onto empty corridor, Roger steps across threshold, 


pausing to peer curiously back inside at Pete. "Do we need to lock up?" 


| never bother, but | know you'll breathe easier if we do." Fishing into front pocket of tangled trousers, Pete 


retrieves jingling ring and detaches single key. "Here, you hang onto it" 


"Thanks." Odors of chlorine and cologne grow stronger as they wend their way toward the baths. "Is it always 


this quiet?" 


“Attendance seems sparse today," says Pete. "Sometimes it gets a bit..festive, but I've not seen anything even 
approaching rowdy." 


"lm guessing that means Keith was never invited." 

Pete laughs lightly. "You guess correctly. Actually, John and Monkey haven't ever visited, either." 

"No? Thought you fellows shared EVERYTHING." 

"Well, the family Who plays together, stays together." mellow maxim precedes scathing scratch “although | 
suppose YOU might never understand that abiding affection needn't indicate we're any of us up each other's 


bums. Literally OR figuratively.” 


"Touche." Generously granting palpable hit, Roger raps rapid riposte. "Do they even know about this place? Or 
what you..get up to here?" 


"Yes and no. Keefy's the only one who ever wanted details, but | held back a lot.lest he feel left out and pout. 


John thinks the joint is a posh country club, and Monkey believes its a homosexual hunting ground" 
This surprises Roger. "Wait, you're saying it's NOT?" 


[Came this far.in.with me when you thought it WAS? I'm touched] "Clearly, it's a city club. There's no 


goddamn golf course, and we don't play polo, not even of the water variety.” 


"That pool's big enough for it” Roger remarks, taking in the sight of a solitary nude swimmer engaged in 
underwater laps. "So, women aren't forbidden?" 


"Of course not." Pete's expression approximates shock "That's barbaric. Just because there aren't any bouncier 
breasts currently on display than those of yonder fatty foursome certainly doesn't mean they wouldn't be 


welcomed." 


Sporting Hawaiian shirts opened over Bermuda shorts, portly quartet pauses briefly in their bridge game to 
note his and Pete's passage, one offering a convivial wave to which Roger sketches slight salute in return, 


asking out of the side of his mouth facing away "Who are they?" 


"Americans." Pete warns in similar prison-whisper "Don't encourage them." Leading the way over into one 


corner of tiled deck, he points toward unobtrusive door. "That's the place, and we'll have it all to ourselves." 


"How can you tell?" 
"See a little red light?" 


"No." Roger hadn't realized how thirsty he was until Pete plucks two copper cups out of recessed ice chest, 
filling them from nearby fountain then passing one over. 


"That's because it turns on when we go inside." Pete drinks deeply, replenishing empty glass and urging Roger 
to follow suit. "There's water in there, but itll be piss-warm." 


Roger drains his draught, tops it off, then follows Pete into almost claustrophobic cube, cracking two jokes in 
quick succession. "First time I've ever seen you hydrate with anything under ten proof. At least we know those 
blubber-butts weren't using this space before us. They wouldn't all FIT.” Settling onto slatted wooden bench and 
reclining back against the wall, he casts inquisitive glance along with loaded question "Now, who was in here 


with YOU?" 


"Let me tell this story my own way, all right?" is implored somewhat defensively as Pete switches on sauna's 


central heating element. "Don't interrogate, don't editorialize, and give me a fucking cigarette." 


"As you wish." Lighting one himself, Roger takes a single drag before giving it to Pete. Watching and waiting to 
discover dirty deeds, he wonders just why he does want this information so badly. [I'd never suggest or 


request it.haven't even with women. Why would |? Seems somewhat..icky..but if he asked nicely, could | refuse 


to give.or receive? I've made him admit he's experienced the act, but | have no idea whether he wants it with 


mej 


"He was sitting right where you are, smoking some smelly cigar, and he offered me one when | poked my head 
in. | don't think he knew me from Adam, but HE was prob'ly the most famous face in attendance that night. | 
didn't like cigars..still don't.but Kit had flaked off who-knows-where to do who-knew-what with one of his bum 
chums, leaving me at the mercy of this creepy phony psychic who wanted to read my ‘aura’, so l'd ducked out 
of the big steam room to ditch that weirdo. Holed up in here with him, figuring nobody'd disturb his peace. 


Asked if he was hiding from the wife..y'know, tryin’ to be cute. He laughed and said he sure was, then wanted 
to know if | was married. Me-n-Karen hadn't hitched yet, so guess | was about twenty-two..old enough to 
understand the eye when it landed, and he was layin’ it on me big-time. Told him | was engaged, and he asked if 


| was a virgin. When | said ‘No’, he outright inquired if I'd had any experience with men" 
Pete falls silent, wondering how to continue. 


"Bet he took you for a hustler.” Roger quips, striking flame to a cigarette of his own and sort of wishing he 
had a cigar. "How much did he offer?" 


Oh, please." Pete rolls his eyes ".nobody'd pay for my scrawny arse. YOU, on the other hand." he offers 
distracting flattery "Despite such a lanky frame, you rock a remarkably shapely backside." 


Its Roger's turn to scoff. "I've been called a jackass, a hardass and a smartass, but nobody ever told me | 


have a nice ass." 
"| just did" Pete blows him a kiss, watching Roger return it with a smoke ring. "Now shut up and let me finish." 
Roger obeys, resisting the urge to reply. [That's what HE said] 


"Anyway, | thought we were only flirting. Wanted to come off cool, so | said something like ‘Oh, I've fiddled 
about with other boys, but haven't ever had a man! He got up and came over to sit down next to me, real 
close, and asked ‘Would you like to? While | was trying to figure out how to handle that, he reached right up 
under my towel and started handling ME. At first it felt funny..fruity, like.but then.well.he called me 
‘beautiful', and." 


Another long pause elapses while Roger silently observes Pete struggling to elucidate illicit interlude. [That's a 


word I've used for you, too.. under comparable conditions] 


"| got carried away, and let him jerk me off. He was huffing and puffing, started smearing my load all over his 
dick, then the next thing | knew | was rolling over to give him what he wanted" Pete reaches to dump cold 
copper cup out onto hot rocks, knowing full well before blessed billow of obfuscating steam that Roger has 


already noted flustered flush and tented towel. 


"Did you want it?" Roger risks whispering, obscured by clouds. 


"Obviously. Wouldn't have done it if | DIDN'T.” mutters Pete, sulkily swishing dipper in bucket beside him on the 
bench, tossing on another splash to freshen fogbank. [Would you laugh or Run Like Hell if | requested it now?] 


"Were you afraid?" murmurs through the mist. 
"| was scared somebody'd walk in." [Still suffer occasional nightmare about his wife standing in the doorway] 
"and for a while afterward | was really hung up and paranoid that everybody knew." Pete confesses “The act 


itself, though? No, | wasn't even nervous." 


[That's how | feel. Scared to get caught, but unafraid of committing the crime. If this conversation were taking 


place in your bedroom, how much might | dare?] "Did you find it.pleasurable?" 

"Not that time." Pete snorts rudely, nearly a chortle "It was over too fast.” (Shit! Shared more than | intended] 
Roger pounces "It happened again?" [And you learned to enjoy it?] 

"Never with him." 

"Who was he, Pete?" [Couldn't POSSIBLY have been.?] 


[Will NOT name the name. I'd never live it down. Telling tawdry tale was torment enough] "You wouldn't believe 


me if | told you." 
"Yes, | would" Roger solemnly swears "You promised you'd tell me the truth." 


"Everything | said was the truth, and | never said I'd tell you everything.’ An edge of vexation creeps into 
Pete's voice. "You wanted the story, | gave you a goddamn immersion experience. Hell, | took you on a fucking 
field trip! Can | help it nothing impresses you?" 


[Ill Immersion experience’, indeed.. yessss] Collecting concupiscent crackle into coherency with considerable 
degree of difficulty, Roger carefully articulates "You always impress me. You blow my fucking mind. Now, 


though, | think the whole story was a bullshit ruse for frothing me into lustful lather." 
"Too bad it didn't work." 


"You're looking at it" Roger simply states, standing up and turning slightly away. [So wracked | can barely 
breathe. Starving, desperately dying to devour you like sumptuous Sunday supper] "But I'm not gonna do 
anything about it in public, okay?" 


"This is HARDLY ‘public’, my love." 


Roger quietly insists "Too public for me. | heartily approve the venue, from what I've seen, and might want to 
come back. Maybe even join. But, if | do, that means NO FUNNY BUSINESS. We're just friends here. Colleagues. 
Understand?" 

‘| need more friends and colleagues in this place." Pete picks his battles, backing down from this one. "Dues are 
cripplingly expensive," he playfully warns "and some of our more..exhibitionistic.members aren't exactly easy on 
the eyes," he mock-quivers in theatrical disgust "or ears, either." 

"You don't look any worse for wear." 

"How do | look, then?" 

"Beautiful. Can't wait to get you home." 

[IN] "You're calling my house ‘home'?" 

"Feel safer there than anyplace else, these days." is easier to admit than Roger had imagined, allowing him to 
add further proposition "Lets go sluice off sweat in that tiny corner of Room 19, then head home to spend 
hours in your decadent bathtub." 


Pete snaps a saucy salute. "Yes, Sir. May | have another cigarette?" 


"You may." Roger takes two, popping one filter-tip between Pete's lips and another into his own mouth, striking 
Zippo at chest-height so they lean in together to kindle from the same flame. 


Beholding embers igniting within his beloved's eyes, Pete suddenly recalls a dirty detail worth recounting. "Fine, 
you don't believe my testimony of depraved defloration, but there's actually physical evidence." he insinuatingly 
insists "If you wanna see for yourself.” 


"After all this time?" Roger skeptically scorns "Bollocks." 


"Pretty close." Pete jibes, dropping damp towel to the bench behind him, giving Roger full view of stiffly jutting 


erection while indicating a miniscule dark spot on his upper left thigh. 


Bending near enough to discern Pete could do with a wash, Roger asks "What are you showing me?", brazenly 
blowing smoke over rigid length. 


"He burned me with his cigar when he came." 
[I] "You tolerated that?" 


"| don't think he meant to." Pete demurs, discerning flicker of intrigue. 


Earlier urge to Have A Cigar returns, redoubled, as Roger imbibes an especially deep drag to make cigarette 
coal flare. "If AYE were to inflict such sinister sear, | would fucking mean to." 


[Struck a spark, yeah?] "If you were inclined to do so under identical cirCUMstances, I'd tolerate it" 


[We'll see about that] 


fight the fights 


Author's Notes: 

Helps to know I972 Neil Diamond hit "Play Me". Deliberately deployed verbatim summary from RTF's "End Of 
Act |", since these two Romances were meant to compare and contrast. This chapter heralds hiatus for Big 
Dogs. Obviously, they'll get back together (soulmates and whatnot), but not anytime soon Absence will make 
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"You've been torturing me the whole ride home." Roger hisses into Pete's eager ear as they watch driver 
depart down darkened driveway. "I've still got your key to The Place..." [Maybe lIl make you EARN it back] 
"but you hold those to this one" He lustfully nips cup of cartilage into which wafts wanton, wanting whisper. 


"We can take our time once we're inside, but I'm dying to get you alone." 


[Il] Pete can't resist teasing, even as one hand slips into his pocket for keys while the other wraps around 
Roger's waist, drifting downward to caress delectable curve of cheek. "What if we're NOT alone?" 


"| don't care." Roger blurts, surprising himself at unexpected truth. "If they're HERE, when you're not, they 
already fucking KNOW anyway, don't they?" 


Pulling Roger along, Pete unlocks and opens his front door before kindling kindred kiss, tongues entwining across 
the threshold. Roger pushes him backward in impassioned press, kicking the door closed behind them as digits 
deftly delve and mouths meltingly merge. 


"I keep telling you they DON'T know." Pete breaks the kiss to gasp, reaching to flick on entryway lighting, 
watching keen eyes adjust with flickering gaze into every shadow before returning to blaze brilliantly into his 
own as he admits "It's thrilling to learn you're not ashamed of me, though." 


"Not here, anyway.” Roger allows, hands sliding up underneath warmth between Pete's coat and shirt, fingers 
nimbly unfastening tiny buttons before tracing exposed flesh. "This is so clearly..beautifully. YOUR world. 
Everybody around knows what you are, and loves you despite it." 


‘Sometimes | feel like YOU'RE the only one who truly understands what | am.." Pete sighs "and loves me for 
it" 

"| could NEVER understand everything you are.or might be." Roger trails demurring words along with burning 
kisses "Yessss, | love you. Never loved anybody so much..never knew | could.but you understand ME, and that's 


an amazing sensation Everybody else gets me wrong, so | can't ever truly believe they love me." 


Pete pontificates provocatively "That's because you can't let anybody in" 


‘Oh, bollocks!" Roger scoffs "The wife says that shit, too, but I'm no less honest with other intimates than I've 
been with you, and YOU don't have a problem seeing what SHOULD be bloody obvious to the rest." 


"No man has ever been harder for me." is urgently importuned along with forward fondle ".to read.than you 
are." Having learned Roger prefers a lighter touch than he himself enjoys, Pete resists impulse to squeeze, 
offering only smoothly soothing strokes with voice and fingers alike. "You're an alluringly alien language, my 
love, one in which cryptic concepts expressed require much nuance, but | believe I'm finally able to 


communicate.” 


[Il] "Yesyes, your message is coming through crystal-clear" [l'll put up no resistance. want to stay the 
distance] "I've known what you want from me since day one." 


Enlighten me.." purrs Pete "What WAS ‘day one’, by your exacting standards?" 
"You have to ask?" 


"If | want the truth." Simultaneous strokes of ego and erection are eliciting desired effect, but Pete's aware a 
reach for buckle or zipper may bring fierce frost. [He needs WORDS to fan the flames..] "That very first night 
at the UFO club..had no clue or concern what ‘The Pink Floyd might mean, but could tell YOU were a force with 
which I'd very much like to reckon. Right then and there, began to imagine what you'd bring to the 
bedroom..even if | did find you a little scary. So, tell me, Sir, when did you start wanting ME?" 


[We won't MAKE it to the bedroom if he keeps THAT up..but | won't stop him.not this time.maybe never 


again] "You know when. You set me up." 


"| did." Pete admits ".but you've proven impossible to knock down. I'll never get what | want from you, but I'll 


take what | can get. So TELL me, already. What do you want from me?" 


"| HAVE what | want from you. Your time, your trust, your touch. It's YOU who's not satisfied with that” 
Roger groans with frustration both mental and physical, an immovable object plied by an irresistible force. 
"You want my control..not over you, but out of my mind. You want me so crazed with passion that I'll beg 


you..or force you..and, you're right, you're not ever gonna get that." 
"Are you saying you'll never want..more..than we're already doing?" 
"I'm TRYING to say | don't determine any specific acts as ‘more'." [Most do, though, damn it. To my mind, we've 


been making love since the first kiss, and nobody has ever thrilled me so thoroughly, but. "If you want 


something..different..than we've done before, I'm open to taking..requests." 
[Could it be that simple?] "Will you fuck me tonight?" 


"If that's what you Really Want." 


[No flustered flutter?] Pete can't help but press his luck, trying for wicked rise. "What if | wanted to fuck 
Yous" 


"What's the difference?" [Position and sensation, perhaps, but I'm prepared for either way. He's finally asking!] 
| assure you." Pete smirks knowingly "there's a BIG difference." 


"If you say so." Roger determines denial at this point would come off a selfish tease. [If | can't ‘put out by 
now, he may grow bored and decide to make ME ask.which l'm not sure | could manage] "Yes to whichever 


you wish, if itll serve some consummation connection you clearly believe we haven't yet shared" 


[II] Pete removes flickering fingers from Roger's stiff prick to throw both arms around him in grateful grasp, 


gasping gladly into unexpected surrender. "Bedroom or bathroom?" 

"Where were we when it happened in your dirty dreams?" 

"Everywhere." [The shower, the sauna, even the stage] 

"Narrow it down, darling.” Roger commands "Where do you want me NOW?" 

"What's YOUR favorite place to play..with me?" 

"Your piano." emerges immediately, eagerly inquiring "Has anybody ever bent you over the bench?" 


"You'll be the first" Keeping his body pressed upon Roger's from chest to thigh, Pete begins a languid 
backward glide without disengaging embrace, delighted to behold his partner's steps so smoothly segue as to 


prevent their decadent dance from becoming an awkward shuffle. "Won't you?" 


Roger cannot discern whether he's leading or following as they make their way into the darkened music room. 
[Who's driving? Does it matter? Perhaps not this minute, but soon shall. Didn't ask him if it hurts.. won't admit 
if it DOES, anyway. I'll take him now, then permit whatever he asks..after ] 


Well aware Roger likes to see what he's doing, Pete reluctantly reaches one sweaty palm away from firm flex, 
flicking on overhead incandescence quickly before returning his hand to meet its mate, fingers tightening more 
roughly into the flesh of Roger's buttocks than Pete has ever dared attempt upon his dick. [Am | a heel for 
making him do this..do me..when it's apparent he's less than enthusiastic? Seems impossible a man could be 
content with kisses and hand-jobs forever, but | believe he would be. Well, not me! If he's finally ready, willing 
and able, who CARES if it's not his favorite thing? This is happening] 


[This is happening. Why does sex always have to be inexorably, increasingly inevitable? That's why romances 
fall apart.its not enough to arouse and satisfy, there always has to be ‘more’. Don't especially require penile 


penetration as the ultimate act with women, either, but they always expect it. Thought..hoped.maybe he'd be 


different, but known for a while this day was coming. If | won't give him what he wants, he might stop wanting 
me] "Easy there, Rough Boy." Roger takes the figurative wheel, reaching downward to steer Pete by literal 


rudder, eliciting eager elucidation. 


"I will be.when it's my turn" Pete promises, vow vibrating across Roger's greedily devouring lips "But you 
needn't go gently with me. Hard as you like." he breathes between teasing touches of tongue "deep as you 
need.fast as you feel. No performance anxiety, okay? What | want most from this is for YOU to take pleasure 
in it.in me. If you don't think that's likely, please say so. We don't have to." 


[Yes, we do. Here's my line..] "| want you." Offering crushing kiss and even stronger squeeze, Roger watches 
Pete kick a guitar from behind his heels an instant before any other man might have tripped. His own thoughts 
are reeling in a ragged stagger although their mutual movements remain fluidly syncopated. [He's so 
graceful..and observant. That's a Stratocaster..not his usual tool..yesss, THAT tool..he's going to tear me 


apart..no, he promised.Doesn't this particular perversion require lubrication? Sheaths are slick.. enough?] 
"All right, then. | am the sun, you are the moon. | am the words, you are the tune. Play me." 

‘| like Neil Diamond, too." Roger smiles, softly scolding "You got it backwards, though." 

"No, | didn't. Transposed ‘you' and ‘I intentionally. Fits better that way, wouldn't you say?" 

Grey serge fly of Pete's trousers grinds against black denim of Roger's until backward motion is blocked by 


baby grand. Availing himself of avidly avuncular appraisal, Roger basks in Pete's hungry gaze before banishing 
it. “Turn around." 


Gladly obeying, Pete revels in brazen breath on the back of his neck as persistent fingers slip under the collar 
of his jacket to strip away outer garment. Shrugged sleeves slithering over heated hands, he lets go the coat 
while wondering how much else Roger might wish to take off. [He's gonna keep his boots on.those tight jeans 

of his won't fall down, but MY pants will be wrapped around my damn Doc Martens..he's giving in.at long last] 
Suspicious crackle arrests Pete's musing, and he cranes curious vantage to espy Roger's right hand excavating 


interior pocket of the jacket that still adorns its owner. 

"What the fuck are you about to pull on me?" is demanded with a half-laugh. "That BETTER not be a cigar" 
"You said you'd tolerate it" [Fuck, now | wish | had one] 

[Is he serious?] "I lied. Give it here." 

"No. Turn back around and put your hands on the bench" Roger sneers ‘Liar. Don't worry, | won't burn you" 
"Too right, you won't" Pete snaps his fingers imperiously before holding out open palm and floating veiled 


threat "If you can't cough it up, I'm coming in after it" [THERE's that discombobulated double-blink. Whatever 


he's got in his pocket is something he WAS going to spring on me..but something he doesn't want me to see. 


Fat chance..] 


Accustomed as Roger is to being the swiftest fellow in the room, he's again underestimated Pete's uncanny 
speed and nimble reflexes. Before he can decide whether to step away or reveal his hand, Pete has promptly 
picked his pocket, pulling packet out to be exposed in the light. 


[Is he blushing? Ooh, this is too delicious..] "Lambskin, hmmm?" Pete reads from the package with horny glee. 
"Made in United Kingdom, too. Aren't we patriotic? Prefer the membrane of a baby British beast to the 
vulcanized sap of a mature Brazilian bush?" He's on a roll, aware ripping ribald rant may well curtail 
concupiscent consummation, but unable to help himself. "These are pricey.'m guessing..Did you buy the best to 


impress me?" 


"No." Roger casts evasive glances around Pete's uncharacteristically untidy music room to avoid meeting his 
amused appraisal. [He's had company..Stratocaster scatter's unlike him. Where have | beheld such strew 


before?) "That's been my brand since before | got rich. Condoms, cars and guitars..you get what you pay for." 
[Shit! Knew | should've lobbied for shower or sheets. Now he knows..sooner than I'd hoped..but he had to find 
out sometime. Better he hears it from me.if he asks the right questions. Perhaps | can distract him] "I've 
seen you handle cars and guitars, but this'll be a new one on me." Pete's fondly fondling fingers fold foil packet 
back into Roger's hand, trespass sweetly urged "even if it WILL be on you." 

[What was THAT guilty look about? No..NO.it CAN'T be..?] "When was he here, Pete?" 

"You'll need to be more specific." 

"No, | don't think so. When?" 

"Yesterday, if you must know." 

"What was he DOING here?" 

"IFs not like you to ask stupid questions. Bending string, obviously." 


"Why?" 


"That IS what he's known for doing. Maybe even what he's best at. | want him..on my new solo album. No big 


deal." 
"NO BIG DEAL?" 
"There an echo in here?" Pete heaves an aggrieved sigh. [If there ever was a time to deploy long-hoarded ace, 


its now. I'll have to beg. It's what he Really Wants..] He sinks to his knees and offers boldly beseeching 


expression upward into cold countenance. "Please, Roger, don't let's discuss this now. | love you.” 


"How DARE you?" Roger growls, although he permits Pete's penitent pawing "You HAD to know playing with HIM 


would." [| can admit it] "hurt me." 


| want to ease your pain, not compound it" Leaning in to press lips upon tented zipper, Pete pleads prettily "lm 
begging you.’ After kissing Roger's cock, he bends to briefly buss both boots before bringing burning regard 
back up to search searing stare. [Overkill? No, look at that FACE.he loved it] 


[lll Seen him on his knees before, but always made him get back up. What if | let him stay there now? Belay 
buggering he wanted but make him blow me as ardent atonement? Worth a shot.J "What are you begging me 


FOR? Give me one good reason to forgive you." 


"| don't need to be forgiven" Pete calmly declares, sliding one hand softly along hardened length. "I'm begging 
you to curb your fucking jealousy and realize that nobody | could ever.play with.will ever compare to you. l'm 


begging you to play with me now." 


[Yessss.NO! He's playing me, all right] Where Pete plies sincere seduction, Roger sniffs suppression, seeing 
sordid scheme. Lust turns to wrath.. [He's no better than that sloppy sow he's been playing with. They deserve 
each other] Stooping slightly to plant both hands on Pete's chest, violently shoving backward, Roger shouts 
more viciously than he'd pushed. "You conniving CUNT! You manipulative SLUT!" He draws back furious foot, but 
stays savage stomp at sight of Pete's flinch. [He's afraid..good] 


"Don't start a name-calling war you can't win, you frigid bitch!" Pete bounces to his feet. (Oh, THIS is what 
we're doin’ now?] "You corkscrew closet-case! You were going to KICK me with the boots | just kissed? To 
LITERALLY kick me while I'm down? You're the most ungrateful, hateful, shriveled soul I've ever known" 


"If that's how you really feel." Roger icily inquires ".what was all that bullshit about how much you love me?" 


"MY bullshit has NOTHING on yours. At least | know when I'm lying. You're so deep in derial..about SO many 
things.." sorrowful shake of heavy head precedes Pete's proclamation "You don't even know what you're angry 


about anymore." 


ould he be righT? Well, | Know what I'm mad about ri , and he's just trying To distract me trom iT] " 
[Could he be right? Well, | k hat | d about right NOW, and h t trying to distract me from it] "If 
you think HE'S going to do what you say, you're a pretty shitty student of piggy personality." 


"Why?" Pete archly taunts "Because he won't do what YOU say? I've honed far finer finesse than you deign to 
deploy. From what I've seen, he's more pussycat than pig. He gives up the rickety-tickety EVER so sweetly, 
bends beautifully and seems pleased at the prospect of playing with me. Daresay | can get anything | want 
from him without much difficulty. You never learned how to convince playmates you RESPECT them, and that 
you'll continue to do so even after they put out. Didn't your FATHER ever teach you..?" he sarcastically 
smarms "Oh, that's RIGHT, you never HAD a father. THAT's why you hate the whole world" 


Bitter backhand belts before Roger can curtail brutal, bestial blow to malicious mouth. [Nobody else would say 


such an evil thing to me.is it true?] 


[I'll eat fish and I'll eat meat, but there is some shit | will not eat. Don't wanna knock him out, but don't much 
mind if | do. He's had this coming.let's see if he can take it] Pete's punch pistons straight from the shoulder, 
striking squarely. 


Roger howls in agony, staggering backward, seeing stars. Shaking his head in attempt to clear violated vision, he 
feels blood start to stream an instant before he tastes it flooding his sinuses from shocked inhalation. [He 
broke my fucking nosel] 


Its not broken" Pete knows this to be true, even if Roger has not yet figured it out. "Look at me. Can you 


see me?" 
Bleary eyes balefully engage above bloody beak. "| see you very well." 


"That was calculated interest, not blind backlash. | warned you'd regret it if you ever slapped me again. 


Remember?" 


"Yes." [He MADE me do it.both times.much like he was about to make me do something else. Is it too late to 
resume THAT course of action? Will he ever want me again?] "| do regret hitting you, but | don't take back 
anything | said." 


"You couldn't even if you wanted to. What a stupid concept, ‘taking back'.. as if | could forget you calling me a 
cunt and a slut” Affecting an aggressive feint forward, Pete cocks fresh fist as if to strike again, and is richly 
rewarded by Roger's reaction [Hahl | only flinched, but THAT was an outright cower] "Okay, that was pure 
spite." 


"Are you crazy?" erupts unbidden as Roger watches Pete throw back his head in madcap laughter. 

"That debate rages on, but YOUR rage better be spent. You can't take me, and this whole nasty display arose 
because you're too terrified to try. | feel sincerely sorry for a man who'd rather fight than fuck, but not 
sorry enough to let you win" 

Roger whips out his handkerchief, staunching streaming flow, striving to articulate cleanly. [Won't let clotting 
congestion turn K to G or T to D, like with a bad head cold] "Did you even fucking CARE how hard I'd take it? 
Did you REALLY think you could have us both?" 


[My, he's FORCING those hard consonants. Wonder if it hurts] "Did you REALLY think you get to dictate my 


professional life?" 
"| don't trust either of you to KEEP it professional.” 


"Guess what? You can't control my love life, either. | originally had the purest of motives, but now | think | 


WILL drag Dirty Dave to bed, if only to hammer home a much-needed lesson As you so assiduously observed, 
this is MY world. I'll play with whoever | damn well please, in the studio OR in the sheets, and there's nothing 


you can do about it." 


"There's ONE thing | can do." is so coldly conveyed that Pete wonders if it's murder he hears in Roger's voice 


"which | should have done a long time ago." 


"And what is that?" [Have | made a mortal enemy? Evident erection has not subsided, although most men 
would.go down..right quick following such savage retaliation He's evidently a glutton for punishment..could that 
translate to latent masochism? Bright blood blooming beneath my tongue if | kissed him right now.|s it too late 
to try? Will he ever kiss me again?] 


"| forfeit. Not sure if that counts as a win in your world, and | no longer care." [Won't say the word ‘cheating, 
but he HAS to know that's how it feels] "I want NOTHING to do with Dirty Dave's sloppy seconds, and that's 
fucking final. If you're going to play with him, you will NOT play with me." 


[He means it. Could | change his mind? Should | bother trying?] Pete burns to recant, to confess before 
enthralling inquisitor that he entertains no deviant designs on Pretty Pig and would never touch a hair on that 
greasy head if only Roger would suffer those talented hands to work on the record. [No. Feeding jealous 
ego..caving to possessive ultimatums..only opens the door to further emotional blackmail. | ought to know..] 


"What was all that bullshit about how much you love me?" 


Roger stands his ground, sense and sensibility shaken from the bitter flavor of his own words thrown back in 
his face as his own blood trickles down his throat. [| do love him.he's breaking my heart.and he knows it. Is 
this what he'd hoped to accomplish all along?] He yearns to repent, to plead before beautiful helpmeet his 
heartfelt apology, swearing his love IS stronger than his hate. [No. That would only give him MORE to laugh 
about with Dave] "Just when I'd started to trust this WASN'T a cruel game, you've managed to prove me 


wrong." 

"Poor, miserable, fucked-up little Roger. You won't LET anybody love you, yet you whine that nobody does." 
[| don't WHINE..do 1?] "Well, I'm not your bloody problem anymore. Enjoy wallowing.” 

"I will.once YOUR bloody problem stops dripping on my rug." 

Without another word or a backward glance, Roger stalks from the room, bidding silent farewell to delightful 
domain he's come to admire almost as much as he adores the man who rules it. Eyes prickling with incipient 
tears, he wonders if he dares deign to stay. [Will it always end this way? Cast out alone from every warm 
home?] 

[He's really leaving. Will it always end this way? A man who could be my match deciding to call it a draw?] 


Overcome with welling weep, Pete is wondering if he dares call Roger's name when he hears the front door 


slam. 


Unbeknownst to the other, both men solitarily sing same snatch of song around identical heartbroken sobs 


while one strides into the night as the other crumples onto the floor. 


"And so it was that | came to travel/ Upon a road that was thorned and narrow/ Another place, another 


grace/ Would save me." 


Defied Belief 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, lets see if numbers lie. Pretty sure this fic has "hits" and "recs" enough to make the leaderboard. Since, 
apparently, the only way to stay on "Top" is to keep a popular story (that already had High Numbers before 
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"Mother, do you think they'll drop the bomb?" 


"Oh, HELL, no!" Pete shouts in aggrieved answer, denying both sincerely somber query and the intimately 
invasive voice posing it as he stands to stride toward traitorous radio. "Not today!" 


"Mother, do you think they'll like this song?" 


"Since when do YOU give a shit what anybody likes?" Full furious force of bitter backhand blow topples tinny 
transistor to the floor, where wistful words waft woefully while Pete wishes he could've slapped the man 
Himself rather than His musical messenger. Hitting harmonic herald has hurt his hand, and he shakes stinging 
fingers, masochistically savoring the physical pain in attempt to stop sharp, seismic spike of maudlin misery 
from becoming brutal tsunami. 


"Mother, do you think they'll try to break my balls?" 


"You broke my HEART, you bastard." Pete chokes back a sob, deliberately deeming wrath more manageable 
than grief ".. and | hope your balls shrivel up and fall off since you won't LET anybody play nice with them. If 
| WERE your mother, I'd have drowned you in infancy!" Savage kick sends blameless wireless radio crashing to 
crack open against the baseboard, plastic casing splitting to reveal shining copper coils of speaker-wire as 
soulful song still spins. 


"Mother, should | build the wall?" 


Howling "FUCK your walll", Pete proceeds to pulverize badly busted transistor into shattered silence beneath 
terrible treads of his Doctor Marten boots while regaling ripping rant. "| wasted YEARS trying to get behind it, 
but there ISN'T ANYTHING THERE! You ARE the wall, and there's NO GODDAMN GATE!" Lowering voice and 
stopping stomp, he murmurs "I was a fool to love you.. and an outright idiot to believe you could ever love me 


back." 


[Radio's risky, but stations tend to favor tracks where David sings lead, so I'd thought | was safe. My own 


fault for taking such a chance.. on the music tonight and the man years ago] 


As Pete walks away from ruined radio in much the same way Roger had left him.. without regret for damage 
done or even a backward glance.. an unexpectedly dissenting perspective speaks up in his mind, turning diatribe 
into dialogue. 


[I+ IS your own fault. You teased him.. tortured him, even.. and you knew what you were doing. He didn't 


abandon you. You drove him away] 

[| didn't! | loved him.. | still do.. but if he really loved ME he would've stayed] 

[You loved him YOUR way. He TOLD you he processes tender feelings differently.. he ALWAYS told you the 
truth.. but you didn't listen. He listened to YOU, though, and you chose to break his balls.. and his nose.. when 


he wouldn't give you what you wanted] 


[He tried to tell me what to do! He had NO RIGHT to smack me like | was a cheating wife and he DESERVED 


punishing poke in snooty schrozz] 

[He knows that. He admitted it. He even said he was sorry. Why didn't you?] 
[Because l'm fucking NOTI] 

[Maybe you weren't then, but are you NOW?] 


Pete flings himself facedown onto the bed with a disconsolate groan into unfamiliar pillow as he continues to 
argue with himself in the solitary stillness of lonely rented room. 


[Yes, okay? Wish I'd tried to call him back and apologize, but he was in no mood to forgive] 
[So call him now. Treat him how he really wants, not how you WISH things could be] 
[Fat chance! He hates me now. Called me names.. wouldn't take my call, anyhow] 


[HE'S able to admit he doesn't know everything. Why can't you? Face facts.. YOU DON'T KNOW how he feels. 
Don't you want to? It's likely he WOULD tell you... if you actually ask] 


Rolling onto his back, Pete huffs at the ceiling in attempt to hush the voices in his head. "Well, who says | 
WANT him back.. even if he might still want me? To hell with him and his insurmountable wall. Life's 


complicated enough without suffering HIS personal problems on top of my own" 
[Love's what makes life worth living. You know that... at least, you USED to] 


"| wouldn't take him back even if he LITERALLY came crawling." Pete mutters, risibly resolute until sharply 


sudden, crystal clear image of regal Roger reduced to sniveling supplicant strongly stirs salacious sensibilities. 


[IN] "Yes, | would.. haughty hellhound finally brought to heel.. but only in my wildest dreams would THAT ever 
happen" 


[Let's indulge that dream.. 


"| love you, Pete." Roger pleads piteously, those powerful hands clasped as if in prayer for my forgiveness as 
he kneels before me. "You had every right to strike me down, but I'll do ANYTHING to get back into your good 


graces.. Sir." 


"Too right you will. Boy." Nudging him away with the toe of my boot, | command the man who had so 
frequently been permitted to boss me around. "Stand up and take off all your clothes. You'll hide nothing from 


me, not now nor ever again." 


Roger obeys without faintest flicker of protest, and once he's naked beneath my appraising gaze | take note of 
torrid thickening. Lean length slowly swells, dick's distinct delineation pruriently paralleling exquisitely cut cording 
of forearms and throat. 


"Its so lovely how close your veins are to the surface." | tell him, making mischievous mockery of majestic 
man laid low ".. even if it DOES show you've got such thin skin, both literally and metaphorically. | can 
practically SEE your pulse when you get excited Which you are.. aren't you?" 


"Yes, Sir." Waters whimpers, voice the only thing soft about him as he admits ".. could never tell you how I've 
burned for you, but now you know. I'm yours to use as you will, bared before beautiful blue eyes, and I'll be 


grateful for your touch even if | fail to earn your love." 


"IIl take you.." | graciously grant, swiftly shedding my own garments, gladly gratified to watch fierce eyes widen 
in apprehension at my arch approach ".. but you'll have to be VERY good for me to KEEP you." 


"That's for you to say." Roger quietly relinquishes all vestige of control, bending over the piano bench to offer 
himself, begging beautifully "No barrier between us.. not now nor ever again.. l'm empty without you and only 


you can make me feel.. fulfilled. Please, Pete, I'll die if you won't have me."] 


Suspending disbelief, Pete unbuttons stiffly strained slacks to take himself in heated hand while wantonly 
wracked with seductive sway of impossible fantasy, whispering "I love you, Roger. You're my good dog, so I'll 


throw you a bone in" 


Dangers Hidden 


Author's Notes: 

Pete has never made quite clear why He subtitled WHITE CITY "A Novel", but | sure like reading the liner notes 
of ALL His records in bed. [The best bedtime reading along those lines is the deeply personal trove He gave us 
for the SCOOP trilogy.. my personal favorite is "Teresa" (which became "Athena" to protect the actor Teresa 
Russell's privacy..for a little while), from which was lifted jolly catchphrase: "I'm fuckin’ ECSTATIC] Anyway, 
now that I've got THREE fics on the "Top" list at the same time, gonna use this semi-private platform (nobody 
has to see my opinions unless they're reading my stories) to reiterate that | hate the leaderboards and wish 
we didn't have them. Since they're there, though.. well, players gonna play. "Don't hate the player, hate the 


game!" 


Roger knows this is a dream, yet finds himself powerless to either awaken or direct as he has upon other 
occasions of transcendent lucidity. Cold marble floor freezes feet as gale-force winds buffet bare body, but 
sight, sound and scent come crashing clearly. He cannot decide which sense suffers worse to behold salacious 


scene. 


[Usually can't smell in nightmares.. thought I'd never have to whiff pungent piggy perfume again, and here | am 
bringing it upon myself.. been repressing this fear so strictly it's finally forcing me to face it] 


Both Pete and Dave are well aware of their audience, and seem to revel in Roger's mute misery. He can 
neither move nor speak, and will not try to close his eyes since he cannot close his ears to the sound of 
mutual merry mirth, making malevolent mockery. Pretty pair of guitarists are as naked as he is, but display 


none of the shame he feels as they perform for his humiliation. 
[They aren't really fucking each other.. are they?.. No, they're both fucking ME.. and they know it] 


Pauses punctuated by exaggeratedly theatrical thrusts, Dave addresses Pete while decadently drilling him but 
watches Roger's reaction. "| bet.. THIS.. couldn't have been ANY fun with Roger.. AT ALL. He takes everything 
so SERIOUSLY.. all the time." 


Pete responds in kind, answering Dave but really lecturing Roger, gasping and groaning while bent before baby 
grand, one hand slinking up to flicker across the black and the white, subtly picking out naughty notes to 
counterpoint snarky smirk. "If he'd ever.taken.. ME, there's no way you and | would be in..THIS.. position right 
now. He doesn't even know what he's missing, but l'm sure he's fucking furious that YOU'RE getting it, 
nonetheless." 


"Yeah." Dave derides, driving deep "he's a stingy motherfucker, all right" 


"He probably IS a Mother Fucker!" Pete pontificates, loosing lewd, lascivious laughter. "Somebody had to step up 
and do the dirty work since Daddy wasn't around" 


Dave snidely snickers "Boy, he never lets anybody forget THAT, does he?" 
"Oh, the world will forget HIM soon enough..” Pete dismissively declares, cold commentary cruelly cutting "| 
nearly have. You and | are both lucky to be rid of such a chronic wet blanket. He's terribly tedious.. so stodgily 


stuck-up.. pitifully, painfully pompous.” 


"Don't forget... Dave admonishes with a toss of lank locks lathered from exertion of pounding Pete "he's ugly, 


too. 
"How could |? Do you know how hard it was to keep my eyes open when we were kissing?" Eyes at issue roll 
with bemusement. "Fortunately, I've a good enough imagination | could at least PRETEND to be with somebody 
sexy.. like you, Mister Gilmour.. while | was tricking him into trusting me." 

"Why'dja ever wama fool around with him for, anyhow? Were you hoping to steal his ideas?" 

Pete scoffs at the very suggestion. "Maybe YOU needed his crappy composition and pathetic poetry, but MY 
ideas are superior in every way. No, | just wanted to find out if it's POSSIBLE to thaw that frostybox and get 
him hot for me." 

Dave sounds as if he really wants to know "Is it?" 

"Sure." proclaims Pete with archly avuncular cackle ".. but he never DOES anything about it, so the only real 
pleasure | ever got was from messing with his mind. Thinks he's so smart, but | played him like a cheap 
guitar.. then broke him like one when | got bored." 


"Yeah." Dave gives greedy giggle "Did you know AYE kissed him once?" 


Staring straight into Roger's horrified, hurting, humiliated gaze, Pete chuckles cheerfully "No, he never told me 
about that. Whatever possessed you to do such a thing?" 


"Rick bet me | couldn't convince him | really wanted to enough to make him let me do it. | was messing with his 


mind, myself. It's fun, huh? He really isn't very smart, after all, is he?" 
Pete smiles in agreement, asking "The kiss itself, though.. How was it?" 
"Didja ever eat a worm on a playground dare?" 


Lips puckering in disgust, Pete shakes his head "Absolutely not. Even in the schoolyard | had more.. 
sophisticated.. ways of getting attention" 


"Well, it was kinda like that. Nasty and slimy for a minute, but made me feel brave when it was over cuz it 
impressed my mates | had the sack to do something so gross just to make them laugh.’ Bumping pumping hips 
against Pete's receiving rump, Dave acidly adds "Didn't slip him the tongue, though.. too afraid it might get 
stuck." 


"Nobody's licking his frosty flagpole THESE days." Pete guffaws ".. not that he'd WANT anybody to, anyway. 
Nobody's ever loved him, and nobody ever will. | would say he's a joke, but jokes are FUNNY. He's 


just.worthless." 


[That's enough! | don't have to stand here and take this in MY OWN DREAM. No more.. make it stop.. "STOP!" | 
say, even if they can't hear, and I'll keep saying it until | wake up.. WAKE UP NOW!) 


Sheer force of indomitable will shatters subconscious sway, permitting Roger's return to reality with his soul 
and his sheets in similar strained straits, the former clenched in figurative fists and the latter in literal ones 
as he mournfully mutters desolate denial. This is not the first time talking to himself has been the only way to 
find an intelligent conversation, and he has no doubt it won't be the last. 


"No... it's NOT like that. Dave's a dirty dumbass dickhead, so who CARES what he thinks? Pete, however... | know 
better. Sure, the submission He faked, but | saw that from the get-go. Our love was real.. until He gave me 

Too Much Rope and | fucked it up. Blinded by jealousy, | didn't play fair. He was right.. | used Dave as an excuse 
to chicken out of specific icky intimacy | don't Really Want. | want Pete, though.. | love Him.. and I'll do whatever 
it takes to tell that truth to the brilliant brain behind that beautiful face I've missed so much since we parted 


ways." 


Having finally articulated aloud the heart of the matter to himself, Roger can now begin figuring out how to go 
about saying so to Pete. 


[Maybe I'd better wait to reach out until after the record hits. Blindside him with unexpected congratulations. 
Heard He's calling the thing "A Novel". perhaps | shall read it in bed then decide how to stroke awesome author 
into bedding ME. Maybe He can't get me crazed with lust, but we might yet work wonders together if | can 


summon strength to let Him see me humbled by Love] 


4:41 AM (The Remains Of Our Love) 


Author's Notes: 
Really thought their torrid reunion was gonna come next, but liked the idea of bringing the key to "The Place" 
back into play, delivered by the gatekeeper who saw them together in happier times. 


"Don't look now." Pete leans down to mutter into Dave's ear ".. but He Who Shall Not Be Named just crashed 
the party. 


Told not to look, of course Dave does. Fleeting glimpse is all it takes to easily ascertain “That's not Him. He 
wouldn't dare show up here." 


[Goddammit, Piggy's right. On both counts] Taking closer measure of the black-clad stranger with massive 
hands and craggy profile, Pete wonders how he ever could have mistaken negligible resemblance. [Whoever that 


is hasn't half His presence.. and He'd never turn up uninvited, anyhow. Too stinkin’ proud] 


Dave smells blood, but wisely muzzles meanly teasing taunt. ["Oh, you wish He were here?" Nope, better not 


poke the bear. Roger was the type to walk away, but this one bites back. and could eat me alive] 
"Mister Townshend?" 


Voice behind left shoulder startles Pete enough to jump and snarl "Who the fuck are you?" into a face he's 
surprised to recognize but hadn't expected to see today. "Hello, Patrick. Are you working Security at this 
Thing?" 


"No, Sir, but | was hired to return your property. Your plus-one sends his compliments." Giant gatekeeper 
offers gleaming key and diffident declaration. "Mine, too. The record's brilliant. Your solo stuff's just as good as 


The Who." 


Pete accepts both, noting a small snippet of painter's tape affixed to the key. Written upon it is only a time, 
yet he nonetheless identifies the hand which wrote it and alights at ardent implication (Il "4:47 AM", hmmm? 
"The Remains Of Our Love"? III] "Thank you." he whispers at Patrick's departing back ".this means more than 


you know." 


FKE 


Anxiously pacing, Pete checks his watch for the fifteenth time in as many minutes. [Four forty-five.. He won't 


call.. Yes, He WILL, what else could it mean? Maybe He wants ME to call HIM.. fuck thatl.. four forty-six.He 


won't call.. it's an evil tease, and | deserve it.. No, He doesn't play that way.. He WILL connect, if just to call me 


a swineherd.. be worth it just to hear Him say my name again.. four forty-seven.now?] 
Right on cue, telephone rings in special tone of private line. 


[II] Pete has prepared his opening salvo, and now snatches up the receiver with an eagerness he does not 


permit to infuse his voice as he utters only "Is this concerning your parenthetical title?" 


[Il] Roger is broadsided by short, sharp cut to the proverbial chase, yet manages to calmly acknowledge only 
"That's right." [He gets it! Knew He would, but what | don't know is.] "Is that a topic you'd care to discuss?" 


‘Only if you admit you owe me an apology." 


[Admitting it's easy. He won't let me off lightly with the MAKING of it, I'm sure] "I do. When and where do you 
want it?" [HOW is up to me] 


[That was too easy.. Let's see how he handles a little curveball. "I'm not the only man whose forgiveness you 


might want to ask Perhaps I'll invite my pet string-bender to see you say sorry.’ 


"You are the only man whose forgiveness | WILL ask." Roger snaps, well aware he could be echoing on speaker, 
amusing Pete's party to death. ".. but I'm willing to do so in front of any audience you care to have hear 


EXACTLY why we parted ways.." he takes a deep breath, then softly sighs ".the way | remember it, at least." 


[He wouldn't..? Can't take the chance it's a bluff, so | guess He just called mine. He doesn't have to know that, 
though.. even if He probably does..] "Twenty-four hours from now, | will await you at my front door. We shall 
see how long you wish to stay.. and who all will witness what you have to say" [I'll sleep like a baby, but He'll 
toss and turn.. I'll be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed while He'll work Himself into a nervous wreck with a day to 


sweat. Can't believe | outlasted that rigid resolve. He's coming back to me on MY terms. I've worl.. Ill] 


[He thinks He's won. Joke's on Him. It's not a game anymore.) "If you really want it to be a big fucking 
performance, I'm quite prepared for that eventuality and am confident in my capacity as a sincere.. and 


persuasive.. showman." 


[Oh, yeah? What if | demand a LITERALLY "fucking" performance? ] Recalling words with which their erotic, 
exotic, endearing, exasperating, enthralling entanglement ensued so many years ago, Pete flicks flippant quip 
although he has already decided he wants them entirely alone together for whatever transpires tomorrow in 


the darkest hour just before dawn. 


"Takes one to know one." 


Light The Light 


Author's Notes: 

Been promising this for over a year.. hope it's hot enough. Lines of Story Summary are the first words from 
Townshend's splendid song "Stop Hurting People", which is the first track on awesome album ALL THE BEST 
COWBOYS HAVE CHINESE EYES. 


[I'm here to speak with Pete. | refuse to see anybody else, even if they're looking right at me] 


Roger shifts his copy of WHITE CITY from one hand to the other, blotting sweaty palm along seam of black 


jeans while regarding record in his grip as he approaches long-avoided doorstep, wondering what awaits inside. 


[Why are His covers always white? Makes sense they all feature His face.. if | were so beautiful, I'd exploit the 
fact, too. Haven't seen it in person for so long... will He look different? That hairline keeps receding, soon He'll be 
more brow than beak, but the eyes.. those incredibly intelligent eyes.. never change. Neither have my feelings, 

not since the day | asked how He keeps from going crazy. How crazy is this?] 


"Anything." he whispers, savoring simple secret of single word, forging forward against all it entails ".if he still 


loves me." 


[OF course He wants Miss Piggy to watch.. Well, fucking FINE. Let little bitch see how Big Dogs get down, but | 
will not acknowledge mocking leer of homewrecking whore. Might make eye contact with His pretty wife, if she's 
amoung attending audience. He likely INVITED both the Quiet One and the Monkey, but bet both would decline. If 


Eric is here, I'll exact fitting revenge on him later.. he ought to know | can, too, considering how much I've 


learned about HIS pretty wife] 
Roger mutters "I can do this..", psyching himself up for salacious show. 


[Whatever it takes. If He wants me to declare my love on national television, I'll do it. If He wants to fuck me in 
front of all His friends.. and my enemies..l'll submit. Can no longer endure extended estrangement and am 


prepared to pay the piper.. here and now.. at the gates of dawn] 


Fingering the outline of a small vial of olive oil in his jacket pocket, Roger wonders whether Pete will permit its 


application 


[LET Him tear me up! | don't care, if only He'll take me back. Here's hoping He doesn't want to blow me, for am 
unsure of ability to maintain erection with mean mouth anywhere near my dick. Oh, how He'll LAUGH if | can't 
keep it up] 


Four forty-seven AM. Right on time, Roger rings the doorbell. 


Pete has been pensively pacing, having banished friend and family alike at midnight in strict twelve-hour 
moratorium, insisting that NOBODY was welcome to visit or call until nextday noon. Now he quietly lectures 
himself in remaining seconds of solitude. "The truth confronts you. The truth confronts you as the sea, 
crushing without detail, impassioned and detatched, killing with love and power in God's name. Love conquers 


poses. Love smashes stances." 


[He thinks David will be here. Good.. keep Him on His toes.. but | want us totally alone, because | might have to 
beg if He hasn't missed me as much as | have Him. I'll know from immediate investigation into those eyes..those 


incredibly intelligent eyes.. if love still lives behind them. Just a little is enough] 


Opening the door, the first thing Pete sees is his own profile, facing the face. Squarely searching Roger's rueful 


regard, his voice is caclulatedly cold. 


"Flashing THAT at me, are you?" [II| He's come humble! Let's see..] "Told me on the phone you're ready to 
apologize, but that won't happen if you're set to pick another fight about who | choose to play with." 


| don't want to fight about anything." Roger serenely proclaims, and Pete whiffs utter sincerity. "Was hoping 
you might autograph it for me. It's brilliant and beautiful. like you." 


Pete thaws a bit at forthright flattery, allowing Roger to step inside then closing the door behind him. "Is that 


so? What's your favorite track?" 


" Face The Face’, which is precisely what I've come here to do. Every line made me remember our..time 


together.. and convinced me | need to beg your pardon 


"Yeah, you do. Get on that. In fact." he knows this is a nasty push, but the Monster is loose, and he'd rather 
Roger walk out NOW than later ".get on your knees." 


Roger promptly obeys without any protest, not even the double-blink of surprise, sinking slowly to entryway 
floor and reverently placing vinyl novel at its author's feet before gazing up into obviously aroused 


astonishment. 
[Ill Nobody else is here. He wants us alone. This is gonna be SO much easier..] 


[Ill He doesn't CARE whether we're alone. Wants me back so bad..] 


"Please forgive me, Pete. | was a jealous jackass, and while | can't promise I'll never FEEL that way again, | 
swear there will be no future fuckups like.. before. Your life.professional and personal.. is entirely your own. | 


just want to be a part of it. I've missed you.." devout declaration trails off into heated whisper “.. so much." 


"What ‘part of it have you missed the most?" 


"Your mind, of course." 

Pete knows Roger cannot miss erection at eye level. "Not my.. heart?" 

"Love lives in the brain. You know that" 

"So, you're still scared of the throbbing, pumping organ, hmmm?" 

"| never was." 

"Bullshit!" 

"No, but to explain the truth might take a while. How much time have you got?" 
"All the time in the world.. if you can PROVE how much you want my.. forgiveness." 
"How would you like me to do that?" 


Pete lowers his zipper and reaches inside to stroke swollen stiffnes, but does not yet expose himself. "Since 


you're down there.. why don't you tell me whether you've ever been in this position before." 
"Physically or mentally?" 
“Either... both." 


"No, Mister Townshend, I've never been on my knees in aplologetic abnegation before any other man." Roger 
doesn't see why gender would make a difference, but Pete might "or woman. ‘This position’ is entirely unique 


to this situation" 


[What's gone on with Him since last we touched? There's a strange new calmness | can't fully fathom] "You 


obviously enjoy oral overtures on women, but have you ever sucked cock?" 


"| haven't.. but l'm ready to.. if you want" [Was expecting this to be horribly humiliating.. things done TO me in 
front of sneering crowd, but He's about to let ME take control? Sucker. If bimbos like Rick-n-Dave can do it, it 
can't be that fucking hard.. well, it's plenty hard.. | mean difficult. Im about to blow his MIND more than his 
dick] 


[ll] Pete can't quite comprehend why scene sails so smoothly, but isn't about to object. He knows if trousers 
are fully undone they'll slither to his boots, so he pulls out eager erection without unfastening waistband 


before brandishing it like a weapon. 


"Suck my dick, Mister Waters. If you're skilled enough to make me come and humble enough to swallow my 


load, then, afterward, we can talk about how we really feel.” 


Regarding penises in general, Roger has previously been of the you've-seen-one-you've-seen-em-all school, 
but now is taking the closest measure ever of Pete's prick. [His IS different.. neither a brute club nor a weak 
worm.. HE thinks of it as ‘the throbbing, pumping organ’, on par with heart and brain, so that's how | need to 
look at it now] Gauging depth and capacity, he opens his mouth wide and takes in approximately five inches 
before closing his lips around engorged erection and applying subtle suction. Slipping one hand upward along 
length of lean leg, he halts his fingers just short of brushing bulging balls. 


[He's really doing it! Oh! Ohhhh... does it feel fucking fantastic because He's actually any good or just beacuse 
its HM? I'm His first.. yesyesyes YES, wait, NO! Can't make it too easy.. gotta make Him work for it] Pete 


restrains urge to quiver or moan, stalwart stoicism standing strong. 


[Going deeper might provoke choke, which would be unbearably undignified. Slick friction, that's the ticket..] 
Wrapping free fingers below where lips lock, Roger deliberately lets slippery saliva facilitate luscious leverage, 
pulling back to teasingly touch tongue to tip before swiftly plunging deep then drawing back. Roger can feel the 
throb beneath his touch, and surmises Pete must be sustaining silence just to tease. [Two can play at THAT. 
will MAKE Him vocalize!] 


Feeling firm squeeze with wet warmth, Pete gasps aloud in wordless puff of pleasure. What wants to emerge is 
the howl he never could quite get right out of Daltrey [one note, pure and easy.. been hearing it in furiously 
frustrated dreams..awake and asleep.. for fucking decades, but can't clearly communicate], yet all that actually 


articulates is a garbled gabble. 


[How do you SPELL that? Bunch of U and G and H with some soaring A's in between He's loving this... | love 
Him.Started like a soldier facing firing line, but now | Really Want to earn my medal of valor with an Honorable 


Discharge. That's RIGHT, l'm good! Knew | would be, and now HE knows, as well. Let's make it last.] 


[Il] Pete's brain is exploding, and he can tell there's no way of holding back the imminent inevitabilty of his 
body following suit. [Love is reall Knew it was, and now HE knows, as well. Wasn't sure He'd do it at all, then 


thought He'd want it over with quickly, but He's taking teasing time] 


Roger finds himself unexpectedly wishing there WERE an audience, and subsequently suffers short, sharp 
speculation of Eric's mellow mind taking this all in. [They're friends, too. Have they talked about me? Would Eric 
tell me if | asked?] Pulse of prick in his mouth and thrum of thigh beneath his hand make him realize he's 


sporting burning erection, himself. 


Utterly unbidden, Pete cries "I LOVE YOU", luscious lyric prelude preceding heartfelt howling, belting best 


approximation of One Note as orgasm overtakes. 


[I] Roger moans low in his throat as slick spurts course across his tongue, registering in an almost clinical 
fashion frictionless fact below his waist. [Well, whatta you know? Simultaneous release |S possible. | 


Looking up into blazing gaze, Roger reaches to steady wobbling body, murmuring "I've got you." as Pete slowly 
crumples to Roger's level. Radiantly rejoicing, resplendent reunion revealed, sublimely sated composers 


passionately embrace upon foyer floor, lips meltingly merging into crushing kiss. 


Pete finally pulls his mouth free to whisper warmly wanton words. "A love born once must soon be born again. 
A spark that burned, then died, leaving cinders to be fanned by the wind and thrown to flame. Flames like 


tongues, impassioned in a moment's burst." 


[What a poet he is! But that's still not a fucking straight answer] "Have | earned your forgiveness?" Roger 


needs to hear it. 


"YES! No man so strongly stirs my soul, and my heart heralds hallelujia at your return to my world. Without 
your match, there is no flame!" Pete gasps, sliding a hand down to discover whether Roger remains rigid. "ld 


be happy to return the favor." No resistance impedes insinuatingly investigative fondle as questing fingertips 
find telltale evidence. "You got off?" 


"Yes. Being with you once more was. IS.. an overwhelming thrill. l.. " Roger smirks at illicit innuendo ".. came to 
this meeting accepting absolutely ANYTHING required to regain good graces. Tasting your pleasure awesomely 


amplified my own" 
"ANYTHING?" Pete burns to learn. "Even if I'd permitted Pretty Pig's presence?” 


"That's right." Roger admits, running fond fingertip along noble nose. "I'd come believing you would want to 
brutally bugger me in front of your entire entourage, and was prepared to submit. | may have sucked, but 


you're the sucker. | got off easy.. in more ways than one." 


Gotta Stay On This Case 


Author's Notes: 

These two will never grow complacent with one another, for there's always more to learn. | really did originally 
intend to write "The Pros And Cons Of A Slow Hand" before arriving here, but am disinclined to publicly 
petition: "Add Roger Waters Solo" (if you know me, you know why), and cannot in good conscience call that a 


Pink Floyd story, so.. 


"Have you seen much of Eric lately?" 
Delighted to have surmounted summit of peacefully pleasant plateau within strange range of convoluted 
courtship where wary Waters willingly relaxes, reclining naked in his bed and at ease within his embrace, Pete 


cannot leave well enough alone. 


"Not recently, no.." Roger rolls onto his back while entwining fingers with Pete's. "but | daresay if he were up 


to anything interesting, I'd have heard. Why?" 

"Last time AYE saw him..few days ago.. | had the opportunity to collect on a bet. Never you mind the terms of 
the initial wager. Suffice it to say | won, and WHAT | won was dirty details about YOU. Eric told me 
EVERYTHING." 


"I highly doubt that he did" Roger affects amusement, although anxious aggravation attunes. "Eric never tells 


EVERYTHING." 


"Well, he answered everything | ASKED, anyway. Any chance | could get YOUR side of the story? Off the 


record, of course. Since this isnt MY story to tell, you needn't worry I'll repeat it anywhere." 


"| won't tell you a fucking STORY, but suppose I'll consent to an interview. Eric wouldn't deliberately distort 
what happened, but he and | might have differing perspectives. What EXACTLY did he say?" 


"He said you're a good kisser." Pete teases ".. even if it's weird how you never close your eyes." 
"Yeah, he said that to my face. Look, what is it you really want from me about this?" 

"Did it ever go further than kissing?" 

"Quite a bit further, which I'm sure you already know." 


"Did you two ever take it.. all the way?" 


‘Several times." Roger pauses for quick count. "Four, to be precise." 

"That dirty cheat, he LIED to me! He said it was never more than handjobs." 

"That's what | thought you meant. All the way.off" Roger's amusement is, at this juncture, genuine, and he 
delights in turning teasing tables. “Oh, | see. You're wondering whether | ever..got into.. anything with Eric that 
| haven't yet done with you." 

"Well? Did you?" 

Roger offers only a maddeningly oblique single syllable. "Yes." 

"Like WHAT? YOU wouldn't lie, and you swore you'd never sucked his.. or ANYBODY's cock before mine." 
"True, but | did get to watch him screw his wife." 

"He didn't tell me THAT part. Was it hot?" 

Nery! 

"Did YOU fuck her, too?" 

"No. Half of London probably has, though." 

"Don't forget Liverpool.” 

"Yes. Have YOU?" 

"No, but | believe Monkey did” 


"While she was George's wife or Eric's?" 


"How the fuck should | know? | don't keep up with celebrity marriages. Can't even manage my own, these days. 
So, Lady Boyd-Harrison-Clapton wouldn't give you a taste, but she was fine with you watching her and Eric?" 


"Oh, SHE didn't know | was there.” Roger realizes he cannot claim certainty, so circumspectly couches 
clarification. "Eric SAID she didn't, anyway, and Pretty Pattie didn't SEEM to be performing for an audience, but 


| guess it's possible they were playing a game-within-a-game of which | was not aware." 


"Were you peeping in a window? Through a." Pete snorts piqued punctuation "literally fucking keyhole?" 


"MUCH better than that. Eric set up a lush little love-nest in glazed gazebo, then led her into it after dark. All 


THEY could see was their own reflection upon candle-lit glass, but AYE had a lovely view from every angle." 
"Was it more exciting for you than what we did with MY wife?" 
"No contest" Roger deliberately lets that sink in the wrong way, wryly watching evident envy before calmly 


correcting course. "Voyeurism has its charms, but | prefer an intelligent participant.. or two. I'd very much like 


to watch you fuck your wife while you BOTH were aware of my presence. Any chance?" 


"You COULD have had that," Pete pouts "but you didn't want it. | DID fuck her after you lammed off to the 


showers." 


"Oh, | wanted it" Roger is able to admit, adding "| even considered COMMANDING it, but your contrarian nature 


might've made you refuse, which would've hurt her feelings." 


"lIl grant you a better-than-fair understanding of MY nature, but how the hell can you know what SHE 


wouldve felt?" 

"Am | wrong?" 

"No." Pete softly sighs, sharing saucy secret "She and | both were hoping YOU would fuck her." 
Roger leers, lasciviously licking lips. "I did” 

"You know what | mean. Okay, fine, | can see why you didn’t, but did you at least WANT to?" 
"Can you see? Can you REALLY? Tell me, then. Why didn't |?" 


"You're a creature of boundaries.. Walls, so to speak Sometimes admittedly arbitrary ones, even, but there 


remain lines you refuse to cross. That must've been one of them." 


Roger sighs, suffering anodyne assumption. "You're only half right. | really wish you could grasp the concept 


that this ISN'T a reservation.. not a hang-up, all right? It's a fucking PREFERENCE” 
"You mean a NON-fucking preference?" 


"Yes, exactly. Despite painfully popular misconception, all persons possessing penises are NOT blindly eager to go 


poking them into strange places." 


"Stereotypes don't come from nowhere, my love. Exotic exceptions sometimes starkly showcase the rule, but 
can you honestly tell me even YOU don't apply common knowledge to attempts at assessing another's 


motivation?" 


"Common knowledge is best applied when dealing with common people, which means | only really rely on it when 
there's nothing interesting to investigate." 


"What did common knowledge tell you about ME.. before you began to investigate?" 

"There's nothing common about you." Roger declares, dropping delicate kisses between winsome words. "Brilliant, 
beautiful, beastly Boy.. Magnificent, masterful, manifold man.. but if you want to know what | thought before | 
knew you, it can be condensed into five little words.. ‘How does He do it?! " 

"And do you know NOW how that is? Please enlighten me, if you do, because l'm still not sure." 

[IN] "YOU don't know how you do it? I'd been of the mind that you were mocking us all for not getting you." 
"What's to get?" Pete playfully proclaims. "I wear my heart on my sleeve." 

Roger snorts "BullshiT!", well aware as he says it that he's wrong and eagerly anticipating Pete's response. 


"I do, though. YOU know it, so how dare you deny?" 


"Okay." Roger concedes "Yes, you speak profound truths.. when it suits you.. but you lie like a big dog from 
time to time, and its very hard to tell the difference." 


"Everybody lies." Pete rolls his eyes ".when it suits them." Well aware, as he says it, that Roger can and will 
refute. 


"| do not lie. There are times | don't KNOW the whole truth." Roger declares "and times when | omit that 
which | DO know, but | have never in my whole life deliberately lied" 


Pete leans in to lay light lips along Roger's resolutely set jaw. "I believe you, and can sympathize that others 


don't. What's worse for you, jealousy or envy?" 


"Although | sometimes FEEL envy, | never really suffer from it. Being rather proud of who | am and what I've 
accomplished means | wouldn't trade places with any man alive. Jealousy, though..." Roger slips one hand along 
Pete's naked flank, briefly cupping buttock. "Yes, it can be terrible, imagining that somebody might take away 
what | think of as mine." 


"I can dig it. Knew from the first day | met you that you fancied Karen, and that you might be able to seduce 
her.." Pete slips one hand along Roger's bare back, stopping to tap teasing fingertips along stalwart spine ".. if 
you really wanted. | also know." he carries on ".. that it very much bothers you what might have gone on 


between me and Miss Piggy.. yet you haven't asked." 


Roger slaps Pete's hand away and snarls into his face "YES, it bothers me, but | don't fucking want to talk 
about it right now, okay?" [They probably did everything.. and then some.. yet | refuse to let that diminish 


what we have today] "Let's talk about YOUR jealousy. Did Karen tell you | was good?" 
"She did. She also said you got her off just like | do." 


‘Oh, yeah?" Roger smirks, caressing Pete's left ear with roughened fingertips while whispering into the right. 


"You and | have a lot in common" 
Pete wholeheartedly agrees, yet quibbles for fun. "We do. There are definative differences, though." 


"Indeed there ARE!" Roger snaps, harsh articulation of bitter bark marking jarring juxtaposition to tenderly 
trailing touch. "Most notably that YOU are loved for being yourself yet | am reviled." 


"Well." Pete rapaciously reciprocates, pulling Roger close with greedy grasp as tone of voice remains 


reasonably matter-of-fact "you have to realize that what you say can come off cruel." 
"| know." Roger sighs ".but the truth often is." 


Pete cannot deny that, so decides to change the subject. "Karen and | aren't doing so well. In fact, we aren't 


doing much of ANYTHING together anymore. She's going to leave me." 


"These things happen" is Roger's cool assessment. [Pattie left George for Eric, after all, although.. mean as it 
might be to think.. I'm not so sure she was trading up] "Do you still love her?" 


"YES!" Pete howls. "I've tried to tell her how much, but it's becoming painfully apparent she no longer loves 
ME!" 


"That's entirely your own fault” Roger pulls no punches, and is pleasantly surprised when contrarian companion 


grudgingly rolls with them. 


"I know. So, you missed the boat on getting to watch us fuck, cuz she doesn't want to fuck me anymore." 
Suddenly recalling frolicsome film, smarmy smirk unctuosly unfurls. "I'm in possession of the next best thing." 


Pete raises insinuating eyebrow, recollecting ribald reel. ".. if you're interested?" 


"Was she aware of the camera?" [I'd want to watch even if not, but he ought to know the difference will show. 


Better not try to lie, or I'll nail his manipulative mind to the.. literally.. fucking wall] 


"Oh, she granted permission for filming." Pete snickers ".and | think she was even aware | had you, personally, 
in mind as eventual audience. Ask her yourself if you don't believe me.. if you can fuckin’ FIND her. God knows 


AYE haven't a clue where she sleeps, these nights." 


"Not that there's a God." Roger rarely relinquishes an opportunity for deity denial, especially since Pete is one 
of his only friends who hasn't (yet) told him this joke's getting old "but, yeah, I'd love to peep your home 


movies. Provided." he hedges with what he tells himself is not a bluff, although already accepting avid 
aquiescence ".that you never promised her you WOULDN'T show anybody her body. 


| DID make that promise." Pete grins wickedly ".. regarding several saucy stills from before we were married. 
Concerning fulsome footage of us together, though, it never came up. Karen looks better than | do.. and she 
knows it.. so | doubt she believed I'd want my OWN body on display for anybody who didn't already seem to 
approve it" 


‘lm not with you for your body." 


"Tell me something | DON'T know." 


The Sea Refuses No River 


Author's Notes: 

When | left off after Their tragic parting, truly had intended to write "Dogwash" before getting Big Dogs back 
together, but.. Anyway, this scene goes down in the same imaginary Whitechapel resort from Chapter lb 
("Place The Place"] 


"What the hell's going on?" Pete breaks into uncomfortably undignified dogtrot to catch up with Roger so he 
needn't raise his voice in quiet corridor. "They didn't ask your number at the street entrance, and you didn't 
pick up a golden insignia, either." Fiddling with his own identity trinket bearing the numeral ‘I%, he watches Roger 
dip into pocket for keyring as they reach hallway's end. 


"That's right." Roger calmly declares, tipping sharp glance up toward snout of camera pointed directly at the 
door he now proceeds to unlock ".l'm at a level above numbers. YOUR key won't get you in HERE.” 


Revealed is a narrow stairway. Roger ushers Pete ahead of him, initiating intimate embrace the very second 
the door snicks shut behind them. Hard hands slip softly, firm form finding flesh in heated press as Pete winds 
up shoved against bare bricks, brutally bruised by bannister. 


(0) 
"Is this another route to rooftop bar?" he gasps, shocked at the intensity of Roger's uncharacteristic passion 


"No. That's on the other side of the building." Pulling murmuring mouth away from thrumming throat, Roger 


smirks "I went to achitcecture school, you went to advertising school.” 


Pete could contradict, but won't. "We both dropped out." Leaning in to briefly buss bristled jaw, he allows 
“Although we both learned a thing or two. What's awaiting up these stairs, then?" 


"Paradise." Roger states simply, meeting Pete's lips with his own then slipping tongue between them. 


[What's gotten into him? He NEVER acts this horny.. not an act.. What on Earth manages to MAKE him this 
horny? Must be all hot over showing me how he got in with no gatekeeping.. some kind of exclusive 


membership? ] 


Pulling his face away but continuing to caress, Pete's curiousity overwhelms his arousal as he surveys 


surroundings. "Where are we going?" 


"Home." Roger entwines eager fingers, pulling Pete along to ascend. "Turns out private apartments are available, 


and I've been burning to get you into mine." 


As they reach little landing, Pete cannot help but blurt multiple questing queries. "Apartments? So you LIVE 


here now? Who are your neighbors?" 


"Key word ‘private'.." Roger gently chides. "Don't ask, don't tell" Steel door set into brick wall is ceremoniously 


unlocked, fondly facilitating concupiscent composers’ convivial cloister. 


Looking around, Pete scoffs "This is a CELL. The key suites downstairs are MUCH nicer.. and bigger, but you're 
prob'ly paying a fucking FORTUNE” 


Its MY cell" Roger spreads his arms and can nearly brush the walls with extended fingertips, yet is 
nonetheless prideful over what they span. Full eighty-eight key electric piano dominates one wall, buttressed by 
bench, barely leaving room between bisecting glass-fronted countertopped coldcase delineating kitchenette space 
containing two-burner stove and tiny toaster oven. "I actually DO live here.. part time.. and it's absolutely 
worth the cost for the privacy afforded. Sure, I've got a castle.. where | ostensibly rule although the wife and 
kids and entourage are constantly underfoot.. but THIS place is all my own. Its not even THAT ridiculously 
expensive, considering that NO London bedsit is cheap, these days." 


Pete quibbles "How can you even call it a bedsit when there's no bed?" 


“There is." Reaching to flip unobtrusive latch, panel slides aside, revealing cushioned nook set between wall 


studs. "An exceptionally cozy one, if | do say so myself." 
"Has anybody ever slept in there with you?" 


‘| was hoping you might be the first." Roger passionately proclaims, taking Pete back into his arms to taste 
tempting touch. 


"| see." Pete gasps, drawing away to toss torrid taunt. "You couldn't do it in my house, and l'm not welcome in 


your castle. This little cell, though, is where you want our first time to go down?" 
A cool frost creeps into Roger's voice. "Our ‘first time WAS in your house." 


"We haven't HAD our first time yet!" Pete snaps "Because you were too stuck-up to do it once | cracked an 


innocent joke." 


"That joke was anything but innocent." Roger barks back ".. and | see you're still hung up on one specific act. 
Fine, let's go ahead and do it now." [man to man, eyes wide open] ".. and fucking end this bullshit angst. | don't 
especially want to, so don't expect me to pretend to like it, but." he heaves a put-upon sigh "I love you, and if 
you need that to happen to believe me, this is the safest place available." 


Pete cannot quite believe what he's hearing, although it's coming from the most trustworthy mind he knows. 
"You're finally ready to fuck me?" 


"Or you me," Roger calmly deadpans. "Whichever." 
"So it REALLY makes no difference to you.. taking or giving?" 


"That's right. | don't Really Want to.. either way.. but you're like a dog with a bone about this ‘ultimate 


intimacy’ trip, so I'm willing to get it over with." 
Either way." Pete leers "ll still be your first, right?" 
"Wrong. This ‘cell, as you so pithily put it, has happily hosted a bit of buggery before today." 


"WHAT? But you said." [Wait, what did he ACTUALLY say? Nobody's SLEPT here with him... all the 


conversations we've had about the act at issue, has he so clevery evaded that even | missed..?] "With WHO?" 
"The Prime Minister." 


‘Current or former?" Pete knows Roger wouldn't lie but finds this nearly incredible, teasingly titillated to think 
of Callaghan, Heath or Wilson wrestling with Waters. 


"Current. You asked about my neighbors. Now you know. If you talk, I'll call you a liar.” 


"No, you wouldn't, cuz that would make YOU a liar. Guess | do know Maggie hangs around here and that she 
likes." Pete snarks ".. new members, but | never would've thought she's banged YOU up the bum." 


Roger rolls his eyes. "Certainly she has NOT." Snidely snickering, he acerbically adds "Well, I'm a taxpayer so, 
FIGURATIVELY, she's been doing it for years, but yes.. the Iron Lady offered a spot of payback.. and | took it.. 


with interest." 


Jerking his chin at cushioned nook, Pete demands with wicked double entendre. "So, you fucked her in that tight 


little space?" 
"No. We always did it in the shower." 
"There's a BATHROOM?" Looking around, Pete disbelieves. "Where?" 


"Of course.” Roger leads the way around tiny icebox island to exhibit another door, which he opens to reveal 


little loo. "Wish there was a bathTUB, but stand-up stall serves." 


"Let's get in there together right now!" Pete proclaims, bending to unlace his boots, delighted to behold Roger 


agreeably following suit without protest. Connubial composers are soon stripped naked and eagerly embracing 


within warm water. Bar of lavender-scented soap slickly slips, talented hands taking turns to froth fragrant 


foam from salacious scintilation. 
[If | can get him off.. here and now..maybe inevitable ick can be postponed] 


[He's trying to distract me.. ohhhh.. why not let the pleasure happen right here and now? No! If we don't 
fucking DO it, I'll keep obsessing] 


"Wait!" Pete pushes heated hand from soapy skin. "| want something nobody else has ever had. You say you're 
willing to give it?" 


"Since Maggie and | got it on in here, | guess you'd like to be the first with me in this apartment's bed?" 


[Never known a man so hard.. in body and mind. He always knows without saying but says it anyway, just to 


prove provenance] Lest he stammer, Pete can only nod. 


"Come on, then" Roger brusquely commands, dripping with warm water and intimate insinuation, stepping out of 
close quarters, whipping black terrycloth towel off adjacent rod to swiftly wipe drips from his own form 
before playfully throwing it over Pete's head, wantonly woolling in nubbly rub then esconcing their faces briefly 
beneath for a quick kiss. 


"| love you." Pete snatches the towel away to dry himself then turns to buff it across Waters' naked body. 


"And, yes, | very much want to do it with you.. if you'll have me?" 


Both remaining entirely nude, they step around refrigerator island and duck into cushioned nook to lie down 


together. 


"I love you." Roger serenely declares, pressing himself closely against beautiful blue-eyed beloved. "If being the 
first matters so much to you, I'm ready to let you have that." Thrusting one hand beneath piled pillows, he 
pulls out vial of oil and flat foil packet. "Last time | came to you with these things.. it didn't go so well. You 
laughed at me, and | responded like a fool" Pressing both objects into Pete's hand, Roger meets hungrily 
gleaming gaze with steady statement. "| won't pretend passion, but | can confess curiousity. ls that good enough 


for you?" 
(iu) 
"Why a rubber?" Pete can ask now, wishing he had before. "Worried about where I've been?" 


"I'm far more concerned with where you may be in the future.” 


Thoroughly confused, Pete indignantly huffs "What's THAT supposed to mean?" 


"It means." Roger looks into his eyes then casts a pointed downward glance "that while | may not Really Want 
THS, | absolutely WILL want to take you into my mouth again. You can laugh at it all you want, but you are 
gonna WEAR it. A prophylactic barrier today ensures a much more.. appetizing prospect tomorrow. Does that 
make any sense?” 

"Yes." Pete pops the top off little tube and tips viscous substance onto his fingers as Roger turns away to 
face the wall, angling nether quarters in obvious reception. Greased fingertips gently probe, seeeking then 
finding, entering with oiled index. "I promise I'll be gentle." Pete whispers while probing with both hand and mind, 
rubbing rampant rigity against Roger's receptive rump as he slips his finger inside, expecting hiss or flinch but 
getting neither. 

"So." he delicately delves ".. nobody's ever done this to you before?" 


Roger knows what he wants to hear. "You're the first" 


Determined to provide pleasure, Pete slides slippery finger slowly and gently as deep as he can, then gives a 
gentle twitch. "Does it feel good?" 


Roger cannot lie. "No." 
"Will you let me know when it STARTS to feel good?" 


With a soft sigh, Roger tells it like it is. "I don't believe it will. | appreciate the preparation, but it feels like a 


cavity search." 


"Have you EXPERIENCED a cavity search?" Swift spark strikes, kindling keenly inquisitive interest. [Under what 


circumstances? ] 

"Only in my nightmares." 

"I can't believe you're joking at a time like this.” 

‘| can't believe you're NOT.. | appreciate that, too, by the way." 

Pete has been toying with wrapped rubber, eager to get it on, but Roger's matter-of-fact manner somewhat 
dampens his ardor. [Thought | could MAKE him like it by being a tender gentleman, but that doesn't seem to 
be happening] Although his erection in no way wilts, the fire in his mind considerably cools. 


"If it's such a ‘nightmare’, perhaps we should stop.." Pete regretfully declares ".. | didn't want it to be like this." 


Roger sighs "You mean you didn't want ME to be like this? Well, tough." Craning his neck around to meet Pete's 
eyes, he carries on. "| don't want you to stop, | want you to fucking GET ON WITH IT. No, it's not gonna be 


what you want, but either go ahead and take it for what it really IS or perish the thought of one particular 
act being this ultimate intimacy. Fucking DO it if you need to, or shut the fuck up about it” 


"You really don't want it?" Pete whispers, burning with desire but conficted concerning consent. "You don't 


want... me... yet?" 


[Oh, fuck me sideways. How the bloody hell did we get HERE, anyway? HE was supposed to be the one who 
asked for this to happen] "| really do want it." Roger is able to tell the truth in unconventional fashion "over 
with. So." He struggles with clear articulation of single syllable. "Please." 


Pete cannot resist the magic word. Bringing the packet in hand up to his mouth, he rips open the foil with his 
teeth and slips out lubricated lambskin sheath. Withdrawing slick fingertip, he proceeds to roll rubber over rigid 
rod before aiming and aligning. 


[There.. there it is.. I'm the first in. Whether he likes it or not, he fucking TOLD me to do it] Gripping Roger's 
hips, Pete slides himself inside. [Damn, these are good. Usually have to worry they'll slide off or feel like 
they're too tight, but this one's fitting like the proverbial glove. He's got distincly discerning discretion, indeed] 


[There.. there it is.. He's all the way in Is it full penetration that makes the act complete, or have we not yet 
"gone all the way" until he gets off?] Roger relaxes as much as he's able but cannot help gritting his teeth, 
grateful in the knowledge that position prevents Pete from seeing his face. [I have the power to end this. If | 
just moan and writhe a little bit, he'll fucking come..] 


[He doesn't like this at all.. so why's it happening? l'm a creep to take it.. should've stopped when | had the 
chance, but now I'm on edge.. pressure of ticklish anticipation no better than impending sneeze.. ahh.. ahhh.. ] 
Pete's ejaculation abruptly erupts as a joyless spasm, a brief bodily release without any accompanying mental 
or emotional thrill. 

[Its over! Does he understand now that | really love him enough to submit when | must?] 

[Its over. Does he hate me now for barnyard antics?] 

Pulling out and away, Pete strips off the condom and and flicks it toward his feet. Feeling terribly ashamed and 
awkward, he's astonished when Roger rolls over to face him, kissing his lips while gazing into his eyes with 
evidently ardent affection. 

"There. Happy now?" 


‘| wasn't." Pete hesitantly admits ".. but seems like you are?" 


"Well, we've done it now. Officially consummated by conventional standards. You were the first. Isn't that what 


you needed?" 


"Yes.. but not what | wanted. | see now that | should've left well enough alone. Things were really heating up 
until | pressed the point, but then you went all frostybox and became obliging rather than engaging." 


| was under the impression you needed to be obliged. Was | wrong?" 


‘Oh, | did.thank you.." Pete kisses Roger upon both eyelids in quick succession, just to close that blazing gaze 
for a second before carrying on. "You're right. The great, looming ‘IT’ was approaching critical crux. Obsession 
assuaged, but | understand now that if I'd just let matters take their course.. today.. what might've gone down 
would've been far hotter..for both of us." 


Roger pulls Pete's bare body close against his own, winsomely whispering "Thank you." 


"Don't think I'm trying to shirk sharing!" Pete insists, offering "If you'd like to take your turn, | won't even ask 


you to use a condom." 


Roger stiffens and tightens within Pete's embrace, voice crackling in icy inquiry. "Do you require reciprocal 


reversal to close the curcuit or somesuch shit?" 


"NononoNO!" Pete quietly begs, placing both palms upon either side of fraught face, forcing forthright focus. 
"Come back to me. I'm sorry, okay? We NEVER have to do it again if you don't like it, all right?" 


Reading wholehearted sincerity, Roger relents, acknowledging "H's the OBLIGATION | don't like. The act itself 


was..a Valuable lesson" 
"You got nothing out of it at all?" 


"Wouldn't say NOTHING." Perceiving Pete's perplexity, Roger speaks his mind. "Practical experience.. firsthand 


knowledge.. can be its own reward. But, you mean physical pleasure? No. None whatsoever." 
"You don't feel as if you've suffered.. a loss, do you?" 


[Ugh, the "virginity" trip..] "Didn't | just SAY | consider it a gain?" Roger reaches to trace tender fingertip along 
line of noble nose. "Look, my love, there may come a day when | Really Want.. that... with you. Will you be 
bothered if it isnt today?" 


Pete can finally see that Roger's reluctance has never been a rejection As the scales fall from his eyes, the 


ones in his heart swing into beautiful balance. 


"When that day comes, | promise | won't mock.. | won't tease..and | won't refuse. Anyway, anyhow, anywhere.." 
[Il] Sublime surge suddenly swells, sweetly subsuming selfish sulk with powerful, passionate pleasure devoid 
during deviant delve. [Holy.. Wow.. THAT's what was meant by "It's BETTER." Where'd it COME from? The 
surrender? The conquest? No, | believe this incredible.. literally unbelievable.. satisfaction springs solely from 


those two little words] ".. my love." 


MonKEY 


Author's Notes: 

For those following tangled tales, this is the "calculated, if clumsy, attempt to break us up.." which was 
mentioned in TINAD I. Yesyes, | know Monkey speaks more words here than Roger recollects decades later, but 
l'm preempting potential nitpickery by deciding that He just pulled the number "twenty-seven" out of His ass 
and hadn't truly been counting..fooled Pete, though. 


"What the fuck are YOU doing here?" Pete snaps as the wrong Roger steps inside. 
"You gave me a key. Thought that meant | might come and go as | please?" 


"Well, since you came as YOU please .unannounced.. you may now turn right round and go as AYE please. l'm 


busy." 
"You don't LOOK busy." 


"Don't let's get into who looks like what. I'm about to GET busy..a prospect to which your presence poses 


significant impediment.” 


This provokes gleaming gloat, gleaning golden opportunity to get Pete's goat. "Ooh, worried I'll steal your 
thunder? She wouldn't want YOU if there was a shot at ME?" 


"ILL take a shot at you.with a bloody blunderbuss.. if you don't fuck off! You couldn't impress THIS one on 
your BEST day. Be a good Monkey and go play in Traffic.” 


"All right, thats IT!" Daltrey derisively declares. "Im still not sure what that even means, but | do know its in 
pretty piss-poor taste to keep Keith's rude inside joke going after he's dead" 


"Keith did not start it, nor did |" 
"Well, who DID say it first?" 


"The very man who's on His way. Now begone, before blazing brilliance of our combined genius burns you to 


pretty little ashes." 


"NO. | WILL stay. Got a few things I'd like to say to that ugly face before you start slobbering all over it. Who 
the hell does he think he is?" 


‘Much as I'd love to learn His answer to that, | strongly advise against asking." 
"| could take him!" 


"You couldn't CATCH Him!" [Have 1? Elusive, evasive, enthralling, enticing entity..] "He's quicker than you in every 


way. 
‘Screw you!" 

| doubt you could do THAT worth a tinker's dam, either. Now skedaddle.” 

"lm staying” 

"You're leaving” 

"Make mel" 

"| would.. but its too late now." Pete snarls, watching black Bentley pull into decadent drive. 

[What's going on? He promised we'd be alone] 

"Is this a bad time?" Roger inquires with clipped politeness, striding up stone steps toward threshold tableau 
Daltrey sneers "H's ABOUT to bel” 

‘Oh, what fresh hell is THIS? I've never done anything to you." 

"You call me a monkey!" 


"Never in public. The only way you could conceivably have heard." 


"Yeah, he told me you started it, but he didn't tell me WHY. AYE never did anything to YOU, either, so why 


would you give me a nasty nickname?" 

"What makes you assume its nasty?" 

"Because you're a nasty PERSON! That's why your band kicked you out" 

Roger casts a darkly threatening glance at Pete while continuing to address Daltrey. "And who told you that?" 


"EVERYBODY!" 


"Okay, we're done here. Whatever your fucking problem might be, it isn't with me. | have neither obligation nor 


inclination to indulge idiocy, so shall return another day when I'm not.interrupting anything.” 


"You think he doesn't talk shit about YOU, too? He tells anybody who'll listen that he's got you wrapped around 
his little.finger." 


"Is that so?" 
"Yeah, it is. He says you're his bitch, and brags how he's got you trained to come running.’ 
Perturbed, Pete peevishly protests "I never said-" 


Roger raps rough rebuke "Shut up." Turning suspiciously solicitous regard back to objectively observe Monkey's 


vindictive visage, he calmly encourages "What else?" 


"You're not safe here. He's got cameras in EVERY ROOM of this house, and he swears if you ever cross him 
he'll auction off footage of.. whatever kinky shit it is you get up to together." 


No overt emotion shows, but Pete perceives fleeting flutter of disconcerted double-blink preceding icy inquiry. 
"Is that all?" 


"That's all for NOW, but if | ever see your ugly face around here again I'll tell you the rest." With a snarky 
sneer for Roger then a smarmy smirk for Pete, Daltrey turns on his heel and tosses a flippant "Have fun!" 
over one shoulder before stalking out the front door and slamming it behind him. 

Pete waits..and waits.. for Roger to say something, but the only sound is that of Daltrey's departure. Hollow, 
metallic thunk of car door followed by rev and ebb of engine gives way to stony silence as the two composers 
stand stock-still, stormily staring in stubborn stand-off, lethal lightning looming large. 

[He wants me to speak first.. and must be willing to hear me out, or he'd have already run away] 

[He wants me to speak first. Not a chance] Roger resists the urge to fold his arms and tap his foot. 

Pete considers forcing a disdainful laugh, settling instead for small smile and soft sigh. "That's a lie." 

"I know it's a lie. What | DON'T know is why you put him up to it." 

"| didn't. Why would | do that?" 

"You want a fucking LIST? Top of it would be to get a rise out of me. Mission accomplished. Why the bloody 


FUCK would you coach your pet Monkey to fling bullshit bomb before bailing? | thought we were PAST these 


mind games, but should've realized such manipulative machination is just your nature." 


Pete rolls his eyes. "| thought we were PAST this paranoia, but should've realized such suspicious shit is just 
your nature. Use that big, sexy brain, my love. If AYE had composed the barb, it would've been something you 
might actually BELIEVE. Fucker fancies himself an actor, but he isn't very convincing, is he? How did you know 
he was lying?" 


"| would have been able to tell if there'd ever been video..OR audio.. rolling while | was present." 


"How?" Pete has long been aware Roger posesses preternatural powers of observation, and now hopes for 


insight as to inner workings. 

"Watching you. I've had years.. decades, | suppose it's barely been by now.." Roger wryly remarks "to study 
the manner in which you react while recorded. Whenever you're aware of a camera, you're very obviously 
playing to it. Besides." Ghostly grin thaws frosty features. "I've already crossed you." 

"Yet | took no revenge." 


"None at all? Not even any cursing my name?" 


"Welllll.. there may have been an occasion upon which | called you A bitch, but | promise I'd never presume to 


say you were MY bitch." 

"You could have," Roger admits. "The day | came back" 

[KNEW | could've pushed harder.. chickened out.. Why would he say so now?] "But not anymore?" 

"Try it and see what happens.” [CAN he boss me if he really wants?] 

Pete draws upon all the big-body tricks he knows, planting feet apart and squaring shoulders before loosing 
full-throated command. "You're my bitch, Roger.” [In for a penny, in for a pound.) "Sit down at my feet and lick 
my hand" 

"No. You didn't sell it, dear heart. Lacks conviction" Roger shakes his head in mocking lament. 

"So show me how it's done. Make me YOUR bitch." 

"Not today. You'd play merry hell with my nerves just because you CAN.. if | let you." [Let's see, though.. Is he 
still willing to play the submissive when it suits?] "I might sit at your feet later.if I'm sufficiently relaxed.. but 
| will lick your hand now.." Roger extends his arm to offer cupped left hand while snapping the fingers of his 
right. "If you give it" 

[II] Brain blazing and pulse pounding, Pete dips his fingertips into Roger's outstretched palm, choking on a moan 


when regal head bows and tender tongue laps along short span from nailbed to knuckle as exultant expression 


clearly conveys connubial connotation. 


Pete's own tongue suddenly feels far too thick for his mouth. Once he can comfortably coherently articulate, 


utters only "What DO you want with me today, then?" 


"Before anything else, | want you to look me straight in the eyes and promise you had NOTHING to do with 
Monkey's vile little lies." 


| swear | did not. He was acting..badly.. entirely of his own accord. He turned up unannounced and uninvited. | 
didn't even WANT him here, and was on the verge of throwing him out when you arrived" 


"Why did you let him in if you didn't want there to be.. a scene?" 


"He let himself in The door was unlocked.waiting for you.. but he does have a key. Perhaps, since he felt the 
need to stir shit, | should take it back.. and give it to you." 


[in] Roger thrills at the offer, but wisely declines. "Don't do that. He already sees me as a threat.. WHY, | cannot 


imagine.. and if you punish him for today's transgression he'll only hate me more.” 
"Are you saying you wouldn't want a key to my home?" 

"Thank you for asking, not assuming. What | meant to say is | wouldn't want HIS key." 
"Would you take MINE?" 

"Hypothetically?" 

"Quite literally." 

"You only have a single key to your own front door?" 


"| didn't say that. You're avoiding the question. Of course I've got spares, but I'm willing to give you the one I've 
used most often since purchasing this place." 


"The very one that's..in your pants.. right now?" 


"That's not where | keep it," Pete playfully proffers "But you're welcome to investigate..and play with anything 
you find." 


"NOW who's changing the subject? Should've known you weren't serious." 
"Oh, but | am. Shall | get down on one knee?" 


[Yesss. NO! That would make it a parody..a mockery.) "Don't be stupid" 


"That's a tall order." Pete proclaims "comparatively." Leaving Roger to bask in high (if somewhat backhanded) 
praise, he turns toward nearby knicknack shelf to retieve heavily jangling keyring from behind suggestive 


statuette. 


"Jesus." Roger breathes, watching and counting. [Must be twenty keys on that thing.no wonder he doesn't keep 
it in his pants..heavy as holy hell.what do they all unlock?] 


Pete smirks while fiddling about, working silvery steel snippet free from fellows. "Great guy. Ever met Him?" 
"No... and | don't believe you have, either." 

"Maybe not, but | can tell a true holy man from a charlatan.. a smile from a veil. 

"So can |." 

| know that. You see what a faker | am, yet you tolerate treacherous tread within temple of truth.” 


This strikes as an unjust juxtaposition, yet Roger can call it like he sees it. "You might be a liar, but you're not 
a fraud" 


"What's the difference?" 


"Your major messages ring real even if you do distort how you got there, and when you deal in bullshit it's 


about stuff that doesn't much matter." 
"You're the only man who's ever called me on that." 


"John sees it. | think Monkey does, too. You know they do..that's why you're still together even though its a 
plain fact you talk so much shit behind each other's backs." 


"Throwing my own words back at me?" 
"You started it. Turnabout is fair play." 


"| love you." Pete casts cluttered cluster to the floor, having separated out single shard he now means to give 


away. 


Deeply moved by rare reply of a straight answer from a crooked man, Roger simply replies "I love you, too." 
[For this which | am about to receive may | be truly grateful.. to have and to hold.:for better or worse..fuck, 
he's making me take this trip, and has even got me taking it seriously] 


"Will you accept this key to my home, and give me your vow to abuse it no more than the one to my heart?" 


Pete holds out closed fist with significant symbol clasped inside folded fingers. 


Cupping both hands together beneath generous gesture, Roger waits while whispering "I do." 


Breathe Down a Phone 


Author's Notes: 

Okay, so this was all gonna be the start of one looooomnng chapter called "Title Track", but deadline proved too 
daunting (since | took time to side-step for two connected TQO), so the promised bigfat angst-fest now has 
another "40 Days" grace period for me to work it out. Hope this'll tide you over.. 


"Would you like to play a game?" Pete takes deliberate care to pour quietly, no clink or gurgle betraying how 
many he's had since establishing connection over an hour ago. [He sounds sleepy..or bored.. spark of competition 
might wake him up] 


"Yes!" Roger makes no attempt to conceal his eagerness at potentially playful prospect. [He can't see me, so 
I've got an edge. Safe from those eyes, | can speak from the heart] "What kind?" 


"Personal questions. First man who won't answer loses.” [Will he bite?] 

"Very well, but first man to LIE has to buy the other a football team. 

Rolling his eyes, Pete scoffs "Oh, what would you even DO with a soccer squad?" 

"Is that the first question?" Roger reaches for his cigarettes, sitting up in bed and tucking telephone receiver 
under his chin so as to light up before replying along with exuberant exhale. "I'd fucking MANAGE it, of 


course.. and if my slaves wouldn't obey | could just sell them to the highest bidder. Don't you think it's awfully 
fucked up that rich men can still claim to OWN teams of PEOPLE?" 


"Is that YOUR first question?" Sound of snick and huff make Pete want a smoke, too, so he ignites indulgence 
before answering. "I guess it is, when you put it that way. Slavery's been outlawed, but we still practice it in 


so many perfectly legal ways. Okay, my turn. What would you say is the worst thing about being rich?" 


Roger loudly blurts his answer without consideration for who might overhear. "Never being ALONE in a house | 


FUCKING BOUGHT!" 


‘lm all alone in my mansion tonight... Pete can say for sure "but I'd give anything to have you here with me 


right now." 
[l] "What would you want with me if | were there?" 


"Oooh, that's a hard one," Pete teases "since what | WANT is so rarely what | GET with you." Standing and 
stretching, he downs his drink and paces back and forth beside vacated armchair, fidgeting fingers restively 


twiddling telephone cord while considering how best to respond. "Since we're dreaming, what I'd like best is to be 


actively pursued. Could you PRETEND to chase me.. if | asked very, very, very VERY nicely?" 
"What obstacles would you throw into my path?" 


"None, save my own wicked wiles. No outright refusal, but quite a lot of tease. Would you play along or stalk 


away?" 

"You want me to beg you? For WHAT, exactly?" 

"That's two questions, but | suppose only the first matters. Certainly not. | want you to CONQUER me. Bend me 
to your will and take anything..everything.. you want, even if | haven't overtly offered it. How would you punish 
me for deliberately leading you on?" 

‘Ive known all along you're fishing for force," Roger sighs "and l'm not gonna even PRETEND to do that. If 
you're acting like you don't want..something.. there's no way I'll want it, either. Have previous..or current.. 
partners indulged you in these rape fantasies before?" 

"Not satisfactorily. | let a girl tie me up once, but it turned out more silly than sexy. Keith pinned me down a 
few times but didn't dare to follow through after | presented token resistance. So, have you NEVER indulged a 


rape fantasy? Not even in your mind?" 


"Absolutely not. My kinky dreams go the OTHER way. I've no interest in TAKING anything, nor in BEING taken. In 
my wildest fantasies, l'm being begged to GIVE.. to share.. as if what | have is irresistibly valuable." 


‘It is. Why don't you share more of it?" 

Simple sincerity strongly stirs, so gratitude precedes admonishment. "Thank you. It's not your turn, but | 
suppose I'll let it slide since I'm going to answer that question with another, anyway. Do you mean more 
frequently or more..depth?" 

"You've never properly probed my..depths.’ 

“Think not?" 

Its not your turn, but | suppose I'll let it slide for the same reason you did. Why don't you want to fuck me?" 
"How much have you been drinking today?" 


"Answer MY question first!" 


[THIS again] "You've already ASKED me that." Roger wearily reminds, wishing Pete could see his exasperated 
expression ".and | THOUGHT you understood the answer." 


"Well, | didn't, so MAKE me understand. You said it's a preference, not a hang-up, so does that mean you don't 
like doing it with ANYBODY?" 


"Are we even playing your silly game anymore?" 


"Sure we are. Nobody's fault but yours no penalties were established for talking out of turn, and no real 


surprise you'd rather quibble the rules than abide by them." 


"Should've suspected set-up. Of course your proposal was leading here..everything does, with you. Have you 


ever considered the possibility that you might be a sex fiend?" 

‘I've made peace with that possibility and have made excellent use of it in my poetry, even if an irritating 
inability to keep it in my pants does stir some strife within my intimate relationships. Now, are you going to 
answer or forfeit?" 

Roger rifles mental Rolodex, hunting handy handle, finally finding food. "Do you enjoy eating raw oysters?" 


"Ew, no. Who wants to swallow clots of congealed, fishy snot?" 


"| do.. sometimes. Sure, it's a messy, complicated process, but there are rare moments when caveman craving 


makes them delicious." 
"Sex doesn't HAVE to be messy and complicated” 


| wish that were true, but the only occasions upon which it has proven otherwise was with somebody | don't 


even like. Where there's love, there's inevitably obligation" 
"Wait, hold up! Go back. You screwed somebody you don't LIKE? Who? When?" 


"lm a fucking ROCK STAR, Pete. Did you honestly believe I've never succumbed to anonymous assignations 


when wanton women offered?" 


"Y'know, | sort of DID believe you were above all that groupie-groping, but it's a relief to learn you're human, 


after all. So, are you saying sex is only good for you if there's no emotional entanglement?" 
"I'm not saying THAT at all” Roger bites back frustrated groan, striving to speak calmly and convey 
clarification. "Sex is wonderful.. magnificent.. with trusted intimates. You can really only MAKE love where there 


IS love, but performing penetrative intercourse is almost always awkward." 


"Think so, do you? Why?" 


"IFs undignified. There's something so bestial and banal about." Roger doesn't even like to say the word 


"humping." 


"Hmmm. Think | see why your marriages fail. Here I'd been, believing you were just opposed to buggery 


because it's yucky, but you don't even enjoy fucking your own wife." 

"As I've been TRYING to explain, | certainly DO enjoy it when the mood strikes, but that doesn't mean | think all 
sex has to get sweaty, sticky and slimy. As for the butt stuff, specifically, | don't mind telling you it was quite 
delightful with Maggie." 

"Would you mind telling me MORE?" 

"As long as you won't repeat it” 

"Nobody'd believe such a story, anyhow." 

“That's what she said when AYE promised not to tell." 

"But you DID tell.me. Thought you were a man of your word?" 

"Oh, to hell with her. Promises FROM a politician don't mean anything, so it's perfectly fine to lie TO them. 
Technically, though, since she didn't WANT the promise, it was never really made. Anyway, what made it hot 
with Maggie was the very fact that it IS ‘yucky’. | got off on feeling like | was debasing and degrading 
somebody lofty and powerful. | wanted to hurt her, and she knew it, so there was no need to be careful" 


"Are you saying you didn't use a rubber?" 


"Of course | did, but that was for MY protection, not hers. I'm saying it didn't matter to me whether or not | 
was any good. Like with the groupies, | didn't have any pressure of CARING about being well-received" 


"I seem to recall telling you there needn't be any performance anxiety with ME, either." 


"Yeah, but that was a lie. Sure, you're a perverted masochist who WANTS to be hurt, but you're also a nasty 
critic. Can you honestly say you wouldn't be judging me for not going long enough..hard enough..deep enough.. to 


make your fantasy come true?" 


"In all honesty, my love, what | really want at this point is to believe that YOU want it. The act ITSELF has 
become the fantasy, by now. Just the THOUGHT that you might want to..take me.. without me HAVING to beg 
for it is incredibly arousing, but | WILL beg if that's what it takes." 


"Prove it. Beg me NOW, and if you can arouse my passions sufficiently, | might be moved to come and take 


you tonight" 


[Il] "Roger Waters, you are the most desirable man alive. I'm deeply honored to have earned your love, yet | 
burn to experience your lust. I'm inflamed with envy that you'd share with nameless sluts something I've been 
unable to seduce from you despite YEARS of trying, and jealous as hell to learn you consider The Iron Lady 
more ‘lofty and powerful' than AYE am. Couldn't you pretend that you're ‘debasing and degrading! ME?" 


"That's a damn fine start. Keep going. Tell me WHY my voice and hands and lips aren't enough. What do you 


want with my cock?" 


"You guard it so closely that I've come to view it as an unattainable treasure. I've learned your prick isn't the 
seat of your pleasure, but | can't help fantasizing that you MIGHT want to wrap me around it. I'm desperately 
eager to give myself completely to you, and | cannot help the fact that conventional conditioning has convinced 


me the way to a man's heart is through his cock." 


[I] Organ at issue has been stirring toward stiffness but now leaps so suddenly to raging rigidity that Roger 
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gasps aloud, permitting Pete to hear how hard his words are working with a single, sharp syllable. "More." 


"Yes, | DO want more." [It's working! How high can | pile this fragrant flattery before sparking suspicious sniff?] 
"I'm weak, Roger, and my ego suffers to need you so badly. I'd be broken to lose your interest but could be 
made whole if you'd only give me..everything.. just once, so | know what l'm missing whenever you refuse in 
the future. You admitted you wanted the experience..even if you took no pleasure.. after letting me take YOU, 


so can't you see that the knowledge matters more than the actual act?" 


"You've had it before," Roger chides "but | hadn't. You said YOUR first buggering wasn't particularly 
pleasurable, either, but let on it could be.. with different men. Do you anticipate feeling good, or do you want it 
to hurt..with me?" 


Pete decides a small moan won't go amiss, here. "Mrmmm.. If | thought hurting me was what YOU wanted, that 
would turn me on, too, but if you're asking what | ‘anticipate'.." [His dick is obviously hard right now, so why 
isn't mine? Perhaps | HAVE had too much to drink today.. but since we're talking about HM doing ME, that 
doesn't really matter, now does it? He doesn't fucking CARE about erections, anyway..anyhow..anywhere.] "Truth 
be told, I'd probly start spurting all over myself upon initial penetration, so excited you were actually DOING it 
that one thrust would be all it took to set me off" 


[He means it! Wants me so badly that getting it AT ALL is enough? That'll only work the first time, but that's 


good enough for me. Let's do this..] "Okay, you've convinced me. I'm on my way." 
[u "Really?" 
"Yes." Roger stands up and tries to recollect where he threw his coat and keys while slipping into shoes. "But 


remember what you promised." he throws Pete's own words back, breathing heavily down the phone. " ‘When 


that day comes, | won't mock, won't tease and won't refuse’ Remember saying so?" 


"How could | forget? No games, | swear, not if you're serious. Would you like me to wait naked in bed so you 
can use your newly-acquired key and roam through my home alone until you come claim your prize with no 
need for dancing our way there?" 


"I'd like that very much. Can you promise to STAY in bed and wait, even after hearing me come inside? Can 


you stand the thought of me maybe making myself a drink at your bar without wanting one yourself?" 


"Tonight, all | want is you. | won't do anything to jeopardize that prospect. To be sure nothing does, | can even 
promise not to speak a single word until AFTER you've taken me. No collar required. I'll greet you only with 


kisses and receive you only with sighs." 


[II] "Ill be there soon" Finger hovering above phone's plastic pressure point, Roger wants to be sure of getting 


the last word before disconnecting. "I love you." 
*click*® 


"I love you, too.. Sucker." Pete whispers to a dead line before punching the air in triumph. "YES!" Replacing 
receiver, he does a gloating little turkey-trot victory dance, sudden spate of eagerly energetic activity making 


him rapidly realize he's drunker than he'd thought as head swims and body sways. 


"Fuck" he grumbles, heading toward the bathroom. "Better brush my teeth. Not that He's minded cigarette- 
breath before, but too much booze might turn Him off. He won't be able to tell how much I've had until 
afterward, anyway, if I'm lying down and don't talk." 


